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Thanks first go to Dr. Bob Barrier, who in my first MAPW course, required a reading of 
The Courage to Write by Ralph Keyes, without which I most likely would never have begun to 
fulfill my lifelong desire to write—let alone start my first book.  
Second, my heartfelt thanks go to Dr. Laura Dabundo. Her comfortable manner, 
delightful sense of humor, and the respect with which she honors students earned her my 
appreciation, affection, and gratitude. She always communicated with me on a professional level 
which gave me the quiet confidence and encouragement to press on, even when I didn’t think I 
was worth her praise. The bonus of working with Dr. Dabundo is that I have become addicted to 
editing, both developmental and line; her capstone advice and revisions were outstanding and 
contributed to my expertise as an editor. I plan to pursue professional editing, along with my 
teaching aspirations.  
Third, more heartfelt thanks go to Dr. Margaret Walters in whose class I discovered my 
capstone. Her kindness and compassion was always just what it needed to be at just the right 
time. As with Dr. Dabundo, she always communicated with me as a professional, but that never 
stood in the way of offering her advice as a teacher and capstone advisor. Her revisions were 
outstanding. What I found most interesting was that the revisions between Dr. Dabundo and Dr. 
Walters seldom crossed over. Each brought refreshing suggestions to make my book a better 
piece of writing. 
Thanks to Andy Mills for reading some of my project and insisting that it read well and 
wasn’t a bore. Andy, I still owe you a return read. 
In an odd sort of way, I must acknowledge my parents for two reasons. First, my mother              





stickler for using language properly—not just English, but any language we would attempt. No 
child wants to be constantly admonished about how she speaks, but it did leave a lasting 
impression about taking pride in one’s native tongue.  
Last and most especially, I owe an enormous thank you to my family. Without their 
encouragement, I would never have earned my undergraduate degree in communication—the 
stepping stone to my graduate degree in professional writing. My son, Pat, was my cheerleader 
and my daughter, Sarah, was my sounding board, my friend, and my unending encourager. For 
my husband, Tom, I wish I could hang a medal of honor around his neck for the meals he 
prepared and served in bed as I recovered from surgery, for putting up with sketchy meals and 
bad moods, for praising me when I couldn’t praise myself, and for just hanging in there with me 
and calling me a writer. 
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Nothing Like a Good Book 
“C’mon, kids, it’s time for a story before bed,” my mother said. She loved to read, and 
she was consistent and persistent that we follow in her example. My three siblings and I would 
pile into the station wagon for our weekly trip to the library, and there the librarian led me to the 
biography for children section; I was hooked for life on biographies. There I lapped up every 
biography on our founding fathers and other historical personalities who formed our nation. My 
love of history and country was born in those books. I then moved on to Nancy Drew and the 
Bobbsey Twins, immersing myself in their lives and adventures.  
I know that my father read to us, because the evidence lies in my baby-book photo album. 
There we are—all four children—clambering around his lap and legs while he read to us. He was 
a radio news commentator who made his living with words; his diction was impeccable.  Pop 
made certain that his kids would not grow up talking with a Philadelphia accent—and as a result 
of his constant corrections, we didn’t. He also spoke quite acceptable French as a result of a year 
stationed in Haiti during WWII. He corrected my French, as well.  
My father’s constant criticism and correction was a double-edged sword: I speak English 
without an accent; I speak French with almost no American accent; my German can be mistaken 
for a native speaker; and I care deeply about proper use of English. From junior high onward, I 
was accused by my schoolmates on more than one occasion that I showed off by using big words 
and always having a book to read. In contrast, my father also nurtured my natural tendency 
toward perfectionism, which, for years, caused me sometimes to miss the importance of meaning 
and become critical in ways I promised I would never do. Thank goodness for maturity, wisdom, 
and my college education, which have all taught me about critical thinking and implicit meaning.  
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In my late teens and early adulthood, I read magnificent fiction: The Grapes of Wrath, 
Gone with the Wind, Winds of War, The Great Gatsby, Captains and the Kings—all of them 
opened the door to the world of fiction without fantasy. And I continued to read dozens of 
biographies. Those books provided me with places where I could escape and dream of another 
life; I felt as if something were missing if I didn’t have a good story or biography going. I 
continue to read primarily non-fiction and biographies, books that enhance my life, increase my 
knowledge and wisdom and enrich my soul through the lives of others.  
I am a strong technical writer, but, for years, I have wanted to write my memoir. I had no idea 
how to begin; stories have swirled round in my head with no channel to the paper. I decided that the only 
way to begin writing would be to continue my education with a degree in professional writing. I also 
knew that if I wanted to get a job doing what I want to do—teach, write, edit, and so on—then I would 
have to get an advanced-level degree. 
Master’s in Professional Writing  
 I entered Kennesaw State University Master’s in Professional Writing Program (MAPW) 
primarily for the credentials I would need to teach upper levels of composition and English to 
non-native-English speakers and to do business or technical writing. I began my teaching 
experiences with ballet at age 16, and over the years, I have developed a broad base of teaching 
experiences. One of my favorites was teaching English to non-native speakers in a Swiss 
language school while living in Basel, Switzerland. I have a natural gift for teaching, and I 
thoroughly enjoy it. Teaching is learning for the teacher, as well, which makes it doubly 
satisfying.   
Writing my memoir was my secondary goal, but the course that was available was about 
writing the biography; I was also eager to take an editing course, and that was a wonderful 
surprise—I loved it! I have tried to take every opportunity that has come my way to edit. My 
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experiences include developmental and line copyediting three memoirs, chapters in a textbook 
for a professor in the theater department at KSU, a PhD dissertation, and many student papers. 
Last, I write and edit for a non-profit organization, VOICE Today. 
 My Courses  
Issues in Research  
My first course in the MAPW program was Issues in Research taught by Dr. Robert 
Barrier. Perhaps the most helpful critique of my MAPW experience came from Dr. Barrier. The 
comment was something like this: “This paper is well-written, but it’s dry.” I prided myself on 
my technical and academic writing, so his comment felt like a contradiction. After questioning 
his meaning, he replied with something like: “It has no personality.” This was the first time I 
heard anything about personality, voice, or adding the human touch to academic writing. He 
thoroughly confused me. 
Dr. Barrier also completed the same assignment he had given the class and posted his 
paper for all the class to read. I was amazed—not only was the discipline language complete, but 
I saw little bits of humor and personality here and there; I felt Dr. Barrier’s personality and style 
in his writing. So, I revised my paper. He then critiqued my paper with the following: “This is 
better but you irritated me with your tone.”  Now, thoroughly confused, I asked him what he 
meant, and he could not remember why he had made that comment! We both enjoyed a good 
laugh at that, but through conversation, I discovered that my lone exclamation mark was taboo in 
an academic paper. I had gone too far in showing my voice. I learned a great lesson about 
balance and voice and conventions. 
One of our assigned readings was Ralph Keyes’s The Courage to Write. After reading 
only 30 pages, I was so inspired that I wrote five stories of my memoir—certainly not 
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publishable, but at least I had something on paper. Whatever it was that had blocked my ability 
to write was now gone. Writing from my memory was fun and exhilarating, and from those first 
few stories, more and more came to mind; I now keep a notebook where I jot down my ideas. I 
have a list of over 50 titles.  
In writing about fiction, Eudora Welty explains exactly what I was experiencing: “As we 
discover, we remember; remembering, we discover; and most intensely do we experience this 
when our separate journeys converge” (Welty 102). I was remembering not only past events, but 
the emotions of those events, and I was discovering more about myself from those events 
through the passage of time. Reminiscing with a few family members, laughter, contemplation, 
and piecing together some of the puzzle of our convergent lives made, and continues to make, for 
pleasurable and interesting writing.  
Professional and Academic Editing 
Dr. Laura Dabundo taught the Professional and Academic Editing course. Her love of 
editing and language and respect for all students combined for a fun classroom experience. For 
those of us nerdy language types, we revel in the challenge of an editing dilemma, and Dr. 
Dabundo would lead the charge as we parsed out the challenging questions of editing.  
  Creative Non-fiction: Writing the Biography 
Another favorite course was Writing the Biography with Dr. Margaret Walters. I thought 
this course would provide the skills I needed to work on my memoir, as well as writing a 
biography. What I found most enjoyable about this class was the interactive format; listening to 
other student’s stories and learning from their questions was most helpful. It was in this class that 
my capstone project was born, which I will talk more about later in this narrative. I found Dr. 
Walter’s critiques to be of great help as my project progressed. 
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  Writing for Organizations 
 While I expected this course to contain a variety of writing assignments, it was actually a 
full-blown organizational audit. This project was what I had done for my undergraduate degree, 
only with more drafts. I credit Dr. Beth Giddens with her eagle eye as an editor; I learned a great 
deal about punctuation and grammar because she took the time to execute detailed critiques. 
Teaching Writing to Speakers of Other Languages 
I have long wanted to teach English to non-native speakers, so I was eager to take this 
course by Dr. David Johnson. Teaching ESL appears to be a relatively simple course, but it 
contains many subtle and underlying issues. As with many courses, teaching English for 
academic purposes to non-native speakers contains sensitive areas that should be avoided. 
Politics, religion, and culture are interesting in an intercultural environment, but they must be 
handled sensitively to be all encompassing and general. Pop culture should be avoided 
altogether, because believe it or not, not everyone on the planet has heard of Michael Jackson. 
ESL teachers must also take into consideration how different cultures present in social 
and academic environments, while trying to be inclusive of all personalities. Many international 
students have never seen or prepared a research paper; consequently, teaching them how to do it 
takes time and a great deal of discussion about why and how they are done. Plagiarism is a 
difficult concept for many cultures to grasp, particularly those that function with a communal 
orientation, believing that words and thought are universal and to be shared. 
Dr. Johnson tried to incorporate as much theory and research about teaching ESL as 
possible so we students could have a well-rounded view of the pitfalls, considerations, and 
satisfaction gained with teaching ESL students. The practical exercise of preparing a syllabus for 
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a specified group of students was a most beneficial exercise for thinking about all the 
components that should be considered in such a course.  
Writing as a Process, Visual Rhetoric, and Teaching Writing in High School and College 
These three courses were taught by Dr. Todd Harper. What I appreciate most about Dr. 
Harper is his helpful, thoughtful, and detailed critiques on all assignments. I learned something 
new and important on every paper.  
Initially, the text for this course, The Norton Book of Composition, was quite difficult to 
read. Once I (and my fellow students) became more familiar with the unfamiliar vocabulary of 
this discourse community, the essays in this text became easier to read and more enjoyable, 
studying the history of composition and the various theories of how it can be taught and how it is 
best learned. 
In Visual Rhetoric, I discovered that what we see, we take for granted in terms of 
messaging; everything we look at tells a story. As a result, I have become more conscious of how 
I write and more vigilant in my self-editing to be certain that I am conveying what I intend to 
convey. Every word, every phrase, even punctuation all make a point of some kind. 
The Teaching Writing in High School and College course reinforced the same message, 
and it was my favorite of the three. The St. Martin’s Guide to Teaching Writing was highly 
beneficial to the course content and is an excellent source for learning how to build a syllabus, 
particularly for beginning composition teachers. While constructing a full semester syllabus, I 
had to continually ask myself: “What am I trying to convey to the students?” Students appreciate 
a clear and well-thought-out syllabus, and I have learned firsthand how much time and effort is 
necessary to do the job; it is no small task. Dr. Harper led us through the process in great detail, 
including his philosophy of how to build the coursework through the semester, while keeping the 
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KSU 1101 criteria in mind. I began to feel the itch to prepare a real-life syllabus for a real-life 
teaching position. 
The Capstone: D. Brian Peterman: One Man’s Service in the Coast Guard 
How it All Started 
 This project began in my creative writing course, How to Write the Biography. The first 
assignment was to write a brief, one-page biography; the second assignment was to select a 
publication in which this story would be of interest and write a three- to five-page biography 
including the justification; the last assignment was to write an eight- to ten-page biography. In 
addition to the biographies, we had to write a complete research reflection. 
 As I continued to write the book after the course was completed, I found myself 
reflecting on many of the biographies I had read over the years and asking myself questions: 
How would he have said this? How did he write that? Why did I like such and such? What made 
that book such a good read? And then I thought about the two most recent military biographies I 
had read: the first was Norman Schwarzkopf’s It Doesn't Take a Hero: The Autobiography of 
General H. Norman Schwarzkopf, a wonderfully warm engaging and interesting book, but then I 
think Schwarzkopf is a warm, engaging, and interesting man. He is also a good writer—solid, 
straight forward, honest and vulnerable. The second was American Soldier by Tommy Franks, 
which fluctuated between engaging and boring. I eagerly jumped into his book for all of the 
obvious reasons about enjoying biographies and having high regard for military heroes, but also 
because Franks had been current in the news and had distinguished himself in Iraq. Watching 
him on television, I found him to be like Schwarzkopf—warm, intelligent, honest, and 
interesting. He also was a good writer, honest and vulnerable; however, he made one mistake and 
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that was to include far too much technical detail about military statistics and strategies. Perhaps 
that was his goal, but my interested flagged often because of it. 
I want to write an engaging story as Schwarzkopf did—one that will appeal to a broad 
audience. These two books are my yardstick for mental checking, and I have family and friends 
to read my chapters to help keep me on track. The few chapters that I have written contain events 
that are not earthshaking with excitement and drama making it doubly important that I write 
openly and honestly. They are, however, reflective of a man who was an exemplary officer in the 
Coast Guard. His strength of character, interesting tours of duty, and personal tragedies create a 
story worth reading for several reasons (which I highlight below). I believe that as we push 
forward into more of his story, I will uncover more and more that will validate writing his 
biography. 
I believe that many Americans are not aware of the scope of the Coast Guard’s duties; I 
certainly was not until talking with Brian. I feel compelled to share what I have learned in three 
ways, to: 1) introduce this man who served his country faithfully and honorably for over three 
decades, to 2) show the funny and warm side of this unassuming and humble man who says he is 
most proud of being a father, and to 3) educate the public about the Coast Guard’s participation 
in world events. Brian has tremendous experience in many prongs of the fight against terror; 
writing about his work can bring greater understanding to those who do not stay abreast of world 
events and to those who enjoy a walk down history’s memory lane.  
Our reacquaintance occurred just as my coursework for Writing the Biography began, 
and I immediately thought of Brian. He cheerfully accepted my offer, and sent me some 
information about his career. I was blown away with his service and credentials. Believing his 
story had to be told, I asked him about doing more in-depth work with me, and again, he quickly 
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accepted with: “I look forward to working with you—I think it will be fun and interesting. I’ve 
never had the time to do it myself.” I hit the jackpot. 
Brian sent me a brief bio that he had prepared for his new startup business. The document 
was well-written, but Brian had left out one component—the personal touch—the ‘it’ factor that 
would draw readers in wanting to know more about this quiet man. I pulled out the most 
pertinent information for the first assignment, and two questions were all I needed to ask to flesh 
out the profile in its initial stage:  
1) Why did he decide to join the Coast Guard after graduating from college with a high-
school level teaching degree?  
2) Was he involved in any volunteer work? 
Pen in hand, I called Brian to talk—really talk—for the first time in 41 years. 
Anticipating a few pleasant exchanges about life in general, I had prepared a few questions to 
stay focused on the project and to add the personal touch to his bio. Wonderfully, we chatted for 
two hours! Brian is refreshingly humble (hence his reticence in writing his own story), level-
headed, clearly knowledgeable about the world and our place in it politically, and interested in 
learning about new things—all this wrapped up in a warm sense of humor making my work quite 
enjoyable. 
My Research Process 
I send every section I write first to Brian for fact-checking; he always adds a comment or 
two, and I ask more questions. I am fortunate to have a subject who is living; what letters and 
journals have been written have not been collected, and this book is giving him the opportunity 
to restore memories of his career and life that he has not had the time to do. I do the line-by-line 
editing, other MAPW students critique, and I do a final line edit. The last step is to send all 
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documents related to this project to my committee faculty members for edits and 
recommendations. 
Because he lives in Florida and I live in Georgia, meeting face-to-face will occur only 
occasionally, so I purchased a digital recorder. The first time I used it was with Brian’s mother, 
Norma, who was happy to participate in the project. The recorder works quite well over the 
telephone. 
 In preparing for the five-page assignment, Brian decided that he wanted me to write 
about his first wife, Linda, who had passed away quite suddenly when their daughters were only 
fifteen and twelve. I knew nothing about the circumstances of his wife’s death. I pondered what 
such a private topic would produce at the onset of our work. Perhaps a more work-related or 
political topic would be a better choice, not only to move easily into Brian’s life, but for research 
opportunities. So, to avoid talking about his wife, I asked him for some suggestions about 
experiences that would generate research.  
 He dutifully sent me some options: working with Jamaican troops in maintaining piece 
during the Jamaica free elections (which led to maintaining Jamaica’s hard-fought-for 
democracy); supporting and transporting troops during the Grenada invasion; duties in Alaska; 
several overseas assignments; fighting the drug war in the Caribbean; preventing Cuban illegal 
immigration; providing support services for eight major hurricanes. But he persisted in wanting 
me to write about his wife. I asked why. 
 Brian told me about a biography he had read of a military man who closed each chapter 
of his book with, “I miss my wife, and I love her.” He explained to me that it was an important 
statement, but the author never said why he missed her and why he loved her; Brian felt 
somewhat cheated by this author’s lack of intimacy. I think Brian wants me to tackle and get past 
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the difficult emotional side of this tragic event, because, in the words of his mother, he is so 
“steady, dependable, and very, very strong.” He confided that not many people know the story of 
Linda’s death, and he thought it would be best to get the hardest story finished at the outset. 
 I am always aware that, when I call Brian, I might be taking him away from some 
important task, so I try to end the call when the subject at hand is complete. “Well, Brian, thanks 
so much for your time—I’ll let you go,” he invariably responds with, with, “Hey, do you have a 
minute?” And then he talks… 
 One particular call early on was to settle on a topic, which was of course, his wife. He 
was preparing to attend a funeral for his first wife’s father and then spend a few days in 
Washington, D.C. on business, so we agreed to begin the story the following week. I was 
attempting to close the call, when he said, “Hey, do you have a minute? I’d like to give you some 
information about my wife, and you see if you think this will work for your paper.” And so he 
began with the events leading up to her death. I typed up a rough narrative of his story. 
Norma 
Next, I made an appointment with Norma, Brian’s mother, to try to get more of the 
emotional side of Linda’s passing. Norma was not present when Linda died, but as Brian’s 
mother, surely she could give me some inside comments about what that day was like when they 
got the phone call: 
Brian: “Are you sitting down?” 
Norma: “Yes.” 
Brian: “Linda died.” 
Norma could not add much more to Brian’s story. My gently prodding questions, such as 
“How was Brian behaving?” Or, “What can you tell me about the girls’ reactions?” Or, “What 
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was it like when you arrived?” gave me no intimate details of that terribly sad day. I asked 
Norma if she considered Brian to be a stoic or stoic-like; she asked for a definition, and when I 
described to her someone of great reserve who internalizes emotions, she described Brian as 
“very, very strong—a man who gets on with life. He had to, because he now was a widower with 
two teen daughters who were relying on him alone.” I was no closer to the deeper emotions I 
sought. 
Norma likens Brian to herself: “He is steady like I am, and he had to be steady for 
everyone. I used to tell him, when he and his brother were kids, that tomorrow everything will be 
fine.” I pondered my conversation with Norma: while her memory may be failing, I believe she 
truly is like Brian—a strong person, practical and no-nonsense. Digging for more personal 
responses will have to come from other sources. 
Norma has agreed to talk with me by phone whenever I would like in order to get her 
perspective on things. She did say that Brian has been so busy with his career, that even she (and 
Brian’s father when he was living) is only now learning the full scope about what he has 
experienced and accomplished. When I am ready to write about Brian’s childhood and youth, 
then I believe Norma will be an invaluable resource. The next step is to flesh out more details 
from Brian. I am building a list of questions to help stir his memories. 
Death 
I wrote a few questions and told Brian that our next conversation would delve a more 
deeply into Linda’s death. I taped our two-hour conversation, while also taking notes, stopping 
periodically for clarification or an additional question that grew from his responses. Never did 
Brian hold back, and the result was more insight into Brian the man; every question I asked, he 
answered readily and honestly. He told me that his emotions may appear to be minimal, but he 
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stated again that they run deeply. He simply does not feel the need to freely express them—there 
is a time and a place; one must take care of the business of living.  
The results of Linda’s death were unexpected; the autopsy report stated a hardened heart 
due to a viral infection, the source of which was unknown. Brian was not satisfied with the 
report, so he consulted a cardiologist who explained in more detail the condition described in the 
autopsy.  He has not been able to find the report, but he has promised to continue looking. 
I consulted with my daughter, Sarah Scales, an acute-care nurse practitioner who 
practices at Duke University Medical Center. She sees many heart patients, including those with 
“hardening of the heart.” She explained that many factors can cause the heart to lose its elasticity 
(hence the term “hard”) resulting in a slowing and weakening of the pumping. Without a heart 
transplant, there is no hope for a patient to survive. Linda was one of those unlucky ones who 
never knew about her condition or even suspected that her gradual weight gain and fatigue were 
heart-related.  
After family, it was high school friend Irene King whom Brian called the day Linda died; 
he obtained her permission to talk with me. He did warn me, though, that Irene has been 
suffering with lupus for twenty years or so, and as a result of the disease and strong medications, 
her memory might not be good. I learned from Irene that she had had a stroke; not only was her 
memory quite depleted, but her speech might fail, so she did not want me to tape any of our 
discussions. I took notes while we talked.  
As I was in the midst of writing this chapter, Brian’s father, Bud, passed away. He had 
served with General George Patton’s 6th Army in Europe during WWII, and he was loved by 
many people. Brian sent me the Web site of the funeral home in Pennsylvania so I could view 
the memorial video. There I saw Linda, Brian’s daughters, his parents, and a few pictures of Bud 
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and Brian on the cutter Brian was commanding in Alaska. Brian and I will talk about his dad for 
a portion of an early chapter in the book. 
Jamaica  
Readers who are interested in biographies (especially military) will expect some 
historical context in order to validate Brian’s military involvement and make their own 
judgments about world events. Readers who may find the historical information boring can 
choose to easily skim those sections because they are written in a somewhat compartmentalized 
fashion. 
The second chapter that I wrote concerns his tour of duty in Jamaica from 1982 to 1984; 
he was second in command under Major Steve Hightower Army Special Forces. Controlling 
riots during the free election of 1983, training Jamaican troops how to maintain order, and the 
support and transport of Jamaican troops to Grenada in support of the U.S. invasion were their 
duties. I researched the Jamaican election and found a report on the Heritage Foundation Web 
site (Kruger, 1981), which chronicles the events leading up to the election. I summarized the 
invasion of Grenada (Zunes, 2003) and then incorporated Brian’s role in it. In addition, I 
researched the politics, threats, and state of affairs in Jamaica. Major Hightower also contributed 
to this chapter. 
To help the reader understand the context in which a Coast Guard officer would be 
plucked from the military (for the first time in the history of the Coast Guard) to report to the 
State Department (via the U.S. Embassy in Kingston, Jamaica), some background history was 
necessary. The world and Caribbean political environment was affected at the time by the Cold 
War, and it was into this environment that Brian was sent. The reader will want to know why the 
U.S. sent three military men to Jamaica, one each from the Army, the Navy, and the Coast 
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Guard. Brian’s solid grasp of those events was incredibly helpful in laying the background for 
his involvement.  
 Brian and I spent a great deal of time parsing the military facts and judgments made by 
other researchers’ work I had referenced, resulting in a well-balanced chapter. One MAPW 
student read the chapter, and he found it to be interesting and a “good read.” He assured me that 
he was not bored and that the historical and political information was helpful. Another MAPW 
student told me that she thought I hadn’t written enough about Brian, and then she confessed to 
having read only the first three of thirty pages!  
Once the draft was near completion, I sent the chapter to Major Hightower. He corrected 
some inaccuracies and then made this bold statement:  “I think that the chapter would have been 
much better served by focusing more on [Brian and his] family's experiences in Jamaica and less 
on ‘political commentary’ such as that on the Manley or Seaga Govts, Grenada, USG policy in 
the region and so on.” I disagree wholeheartedly, and here is what I explained to Brian. 
 First, Hightower is referring to a memoir format, not a biography, which must include the 
historical context surrounding the subject. Brian is an analytical thinker and writer; he is reserved 
and doesn’t dwell on feelings. He requires a great deal of gentle prodding to remember anecdotes 
and entertaining stories, and even then, he generally gives me only the bare bones. But what he 
does remember and understand quite clearly is the history and events surrounding his military 
experience. This is a military bio, not a memoir, hence the title (D. Brian Peterman: One Man’s 
Service in the Coast Guard). 
 Second, this is my book, and to remain true to myself, this is the way I believe the story 
should be presented. I have read countless biographies, including a few military bios, and I 
xviii 
 
would have felt cheated should the authors not have included enough historical context for me to 
understand the subject and the time in which he or she lived.  
 Third, to shorten the narrative just for the sake of writing a shorter chapter (a concern 
also expressed in his critique) is irrelevant, and it is, again, to give short shrift to the story and the 
reader. The chapter needs what it needs to be complete. 
 Now, having said all of that, Dr. Dabundo also wanted more about the man than the 
history, but her comment seems to have come more from the order in which I presented the 
information. She recommended a rearrangement of the sections, a perfect solution. Once I 
explained my approach, she understood and agreed that it was a good one. With so many more 
chapters that will include world events and are not yet written, this chapter appears to stand on its 
own, particularly since the other completed chapter is almost exclusively of a personal nature. 
Officer Candidate School 
This is the last chapter that was written to this point in time. Only one more chapter 
precedes this one, and that is Brian’s childhood and growing up. We are well into its creation, 
but we felt it was not complete enough for submission.   
Caution 
At the outset of this book, some fellow students cautioned me about turning this work 
into a hagiography—a tribute to a saint. I, too, did not want this life to turn sentimental, and I 
think it can easily become so because Brian is a man of integrity. He is not perfect by any means, 
but the juicy tidbits tossed out to the greedy hoarders of gossip simply do not exist. His warts are 
not those for headlines that draw the voyeurs into his bedroom or dark alleys. The paparazzi do 
not follow,  nipping at his heels. Does this make his story boring or of little interest? Absolutely 
not! Brian was not coddled, nor was he spared tragedy; he faced personal trials, as well as career 
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trials, with courage and grace. We are unaccustomed to finding heroes any more, and I believe 
Brian is a hero. Major Hightower calls him a “truly good man.” 
 Conclusion 
There is no question that without the guidance of the MAPW program, I would not be 
writing this book. I might perhaps have been dreaming about writing this book when its subject 
and I became reacquainted through Facebook, but I would not have had the courage or the skills 
to take on the task. Nor would I be writing my memoir, at least not with the courage and skills I 
have gained through the program. I will be forever grateful to all those professors from whom I 
learned about writing; I am thankful for those students who encouraged me; I am grateful to my 
two children, Patrick and Sarah, who gave me the big push to get my undergraduate degree when 
I became free of day-to-day parenting responsibilities. And I give an extra thanks to Sarah for 
her constant support and recognition of my growth as a writer and communicator. Most of all, I 
am grateful to my husband, Tom, for believing in me when (he is quick to remind me) I don’t 
even believe in myself. He doesn’t gush over me or constantly stroke my ego; he has a quiet trust 
in me as a professional writer and editor.  
Note: The official table of contents at the beginning of the capstone is the projected list of 
chapters for the completed book. The chapters contained in this document, however, are 
numbered in sequence according to only what is contained herein.  
 
Appendix A is a book proposal outline for the Naval Institute Press. Brian and I are researching 
and accruing a list of prospective military biography publishers. Only in the last year have 
several new publishers established themselves for those who have served in the United States 
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Book Proposal 
My book proposal will be specifically tailored for the Naval Institute Press. The 
suggested, but not required, elements can be found on the Press’s Web site at 
http://www.usni.org/navalinstitutepress/writing.asp. They are the following: 
• A narrative description 
• An outline  
• Anticipated length (suggested length is about 100,000 words) 
• Personal history of publications (articles, books, etc.) 
• Relevant credentials, such as degrees, positions held, etc.) 
• Potential market for the book 
• Discussion of the competition—include commentary as to how my book will differ from 
existing works 
• Time frame for completion 
• Sample chapters (not mandatory) 
If our proposal is not accepted by the Naval Institute Press, Brian and I are prepared 
to work together on finding other publishers or self-publishing. Should we decide to self-
publish, we will begin with a new organization established specifically for military 





Proposed Final Book Chapters 
Chapter One: Introduction 
Chapter Two: Part 1: Status 1A: No. 85 
Chapter Two: Part 2: Growing Up 
Chapter Three: Officer Candidate School 
Chapter Four: Operations Officer, USCGC Acushnet, Gulfport, Mississippi 
Chapter Five: Operational Controller Pacific Area 
Chapter Six: Executive Officer, USCGC Sweetbrier, Cordova, Alaska 
Chapter Seven: Jamaica: A New Assignment 
Chapter Eight: USCGC Woodrush, Sitka, Alaska 
Chapter Nine: Naval War College, Newport, Rhode Island 
Chapter Ten: Director, African Coastal Security Program, Stuttgart, Germany 
Chapter Eleven: Captain, USCGC Campbell, New Bedford, Massachusetts 
Chapter Twelve: Center for Naval Warfare Studies staff, Naval War College, Newport, 
  Rhode Island   
Chapter Thirteen: Executive Officer, Coast Guard Reserve Training Center,  
Yorktown, Virginia 





Chapter Fifteen: Director, National Security Council Directorate of Defense Policy 
and Arms Control, The White House 
Chapter Sixteen: Operations Officer, Deputy Commander, Miami, Florida 
Chapter Sixteen: Special Assistant to the President, Homeland Security Council, 
The White House 
Chapter Seventeen: Commander, Seventh Coast Guard district, Miami, Florida 










D. Brian Peterman: One Man’s Service in the Coast Guard 
 
By Liza Scales 
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Semper Paratus (Always Ready) Coast Guard Song 
One day, shortly after moving to Georgia, my husband and I were walking across the large 
parking of a store located across the highway from the U.S. Naval Air Station n Marietta, 
Georgia. Suddenly and without warning, two fighter jets screamed overhead so low that we 
could see the landing gear. We threw our hands up to our ears against the deafening sounds as 
we felt the vibration of their force in our bodies. Pride swelled in my heart as I thought about our 
military and the might of the United States. I never tire of those sounds, and Brian calls this “the 
sound of freedom.”  
Semper Paratus (Always Ready) 
From North and South and East and West, 
The Coast Guard’s in the fight. 
Destroying subs and landing troops, 
The Axis feels our might. 
For we’re the first invaders, 
On every fighting field. 
Afloat, ashore, on men and Spars, 
You’ll find the Coast Guard shield. 
 
We’re always read for the call, 
We place our trust in Thee. 
Through howling gale and shot and shell, 
To win our victory. 
“Semper Paratus” is our guide, 
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Our pledge, our motto, too. 
We’re “Always Ready,” do or die! 
Aye! Coast Guard, we fight for you. 
 
From Aztec shore to Arctic zone, 
To Europe and Far East. 
The Flag is carried by our ships, 
In times of war and peace. 
And never have we struck it yet, 
In spite of foe-men’s might, 
Who cheered our crews and cheered again, 
For showing how to fight. 
 
We’re always ready for the call, 
We place our trust in Thee. 
Through howling gale and shot and shell, 
To win our victory. 
“Semper Paratus” is our guide, 
Our pledge, our motto, too. 
We’re “Always Ready,” do or die! 
Aye! Coast Guard, we fight for you. 
 
SURVEYOR and NARCISSUS, 
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The EAGLE and DISPATCH, 
The HUDSON and the TAMPA 
The names are hard to match; 
From Barrow’s shores to Paraguay, 
Great Lakes or ocean’s wave, 
The Coast Guard fought through storms and winds 
To punish or to save. 
 
We’re always ready for the call, 
We place our trust in Thee. 
Through howling gale and shot and shell, 
To win our victory. 
“Semper Paratus” is our guide, 
Our pledge, our motto, too. 
We’re “Always Ready,” to do or die! 
Aye! Coast Guard, we fight for you. 
 
Aye, we’ve been “Always Ready” 
To do, to fight, or die 
Write glory to the shield we wear 
In letters to the sky. 
To sink the foe or save the maimed 
Our mission and our pride 
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We’ll carry on ‘til Kingdom Come 
Ideals for which we’ve died. 
 
We’re always ready for the call, 
We place our trust in Thee. 
Through howling gale and shot and shell, 
To win our victory. 
“Semper Paratus” is our guide, 
Our pledge, our motto, too. 
We’re “Always Ready,” to do or die! 
Aye! Coast Guard, we fight for you.1 
 
 
1 Brownielocks and the 3 bears. (1999). http://www.brownielocks.com/coastguardtheme.html. 




Chapter One: Introduction 
D. Brian Peterman: One Man’s Service in the Coast Guard 
Vice-Admiral D. Brian Peterman retired from the United States Coast Guard in 
September 2008 after 36 years of service. His tours of duty ranged from sea duty on four Coast 
Guard cutters, two of which he commanded; Security Assistance Officer in Germany and 
Jamaica; Coast Guard Group and Integrated Support in Alaska; Director of the Directorate for 
Defense Policy and Arms Control on the White House Security Council; Chief of Operations for 
the Coast Guard 7th District in Miami, FL; Special Assistant to the President for Border and 
Transportation Security; Commander of the Seventh Coast Guard District in Miami; Commander 
Atlantic Command; and finally culminating with his final tour as Commander, Atlantic Area.  
Peterman holds a Bachelor of Science degree in secondary education (biology); a 
Master’s degree in National Security and Strategic Studies from the Naval War College; a 
Master’s degree in International Relations from Salve Regina College; and a certificate from 
Harvard’s JFK School of Government in Senior Executives in National and International 
Security. His awards include the Defense Distinguished Service Medal, the Coast Guard 
Distinguished Service Medal, the Legion of Merit; and the Defense Meritorious Service Medal. 
***** 
I have been reading biographies ever since my mother took me and my siblings on our 
weekly jaunt to the local library. There, I discovered through books, the story of America by 
reading about our founding fathers and of many other great figures, who gave their lives for the 
cause of freedom. People interest me; their stories educate, entertain, and fascinate me. Some 
stories change my life in some way or other or simply leave me with a wonderful and powerful 
memory. The life of David Brian Peterman is one such individual, a man who served his country 
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faithfully and honorably for over three decades in the United States Coast Guard. Not only will 
you read about his interesting tours of duty but you will experience the funny and warm side of 
this unassuming and humble man who says he is most proud of being a father. 
In reading this story, you will learn about the Coast Guard’s participation in domestic and 
world events. Brian also has tremendous experience in many prongs of the fight against terror. 
He claims that the highlight of his coast Guard career culminated in the White House, working 
for two presidents as special counsel in homeland security.  
Brian and I met in 1964, and our lives were inextricably linked for the next four years in 
high-school homeroom, because our last names were adjacent in the alphabet. This was the 
beginning of a brother-sister kind of relationship of kidding and poking and friendship. The 
second year of homeroom, I had a boyfriend who sat behind Brian, who sat behind me. Brian did 
the chivalrous thing and changed seats for as long as the romance lasted. As I think back over 
those 40 plus years, I remember Brian as a nice guy—cleancut, mannerly, and quiet. 
The next time we met was in 1993 at our 25th high school reunion. My recollection of 
that evening was that I approached this nice looking guy with no idea who he was. He told me 
his name, and I am certain my face lit up with recognition and fond memories of homeroom 
teasing. I instantly recognized his casual and unshakeable manner and charming sense of humor 
that made people feel comfortable to be around him. He told me he was in the Coast Guard 
(which I had forgotten) and that his wife had passed away a year or so before the reunion. That 
much I did remember, as well as his being the father of two teen daughters. His date was a friend 
from high school who was suffering from lupus; the two of them needed a fun night out, so she 
agreed to go with him. I also remember thinking what a fine catch he would be for some lucky 
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woman. Perhaps what I was seeing was his pain, his vulnerability, his sadness—and his 
kindness. 
Sixteen years later, in 2009, I signed up for an account on Facebook to play a word game 
with family, and every now and then some acquaintance from the past would pop up. One day, a 
list of high-school friends showed up. I scanned the list and found three friends to whom I sent a 
quick “hello.” Brian was one of them, and he answered right away, thanking me for connecting. 
The picture I posted on the site shows my granddaughter standing on my lap in the middle of a 
pumpkin patch. Brian told me how cute my little gal was and then added, “I almost didn’t 
recognize you, because I couldn’t see the back of your head.” That funny comment brought back 
the warm memories I have of Brian’s gentle teasing, good manners, and genuine niceness. 
I read on Facebook that he had retired from the Coast Guard in September 2008 after 
serving for 36 years—that got my attention. We chatted a bit back and forth, getting 
reacquainted, and I mentioned that I was starting my own business as a copy editor. I told him 
that, if he needed one when he wrote his book, he should think of me. He assured me that I 
would be the first person he’d call. The second time I mentioned that he should write a book, he 
laughed and told me that his mother would say the same thing. “Always listen to your mother,” I 
said and again offered to be his editor. 
A few days later, in graduate school in a class on writing biographies, I had an 
assignment to write a brief bio-profile. I immediately thought of Brian and got his eager 
agreement to be my subject—that was the beginning of this book. Up until this time, he’d had no 
time to do more than think about it. 
One question led to another and another, and Brian was eager to tell me about his life. 
Some information he wrote via email to give me basic stories or information from which I 
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developed questions for later interviews. I researched the international military and political 
issues in which he participated, various locations and subjects, and I interviewed some of his 
family and friends. 
At the outset of this book, some fellow students cautioned me about turning this work 
into a hagiography—a tribute to a saint. I, too, did not want this life account to turn sentimental, 
and I think it could so easily have become so because Brian is such a man of integrity. He is not 
perfect by any means, but the juicy tidbits tossed out to the greedy hoarders of gossips simply do 
not exist. Does this make his story boring or of little interest? Absolutely not! Brian has not been 
coddled nor spared tragedy; he faced personal trials, as well as career trials, with courage and 
grace.  
My assessment of Brian is always of a guy who is unruffled by life, steady-on with a 
quiet confidence—no visible teen dramas, no behavior issues that might send him to the assistant 
principal. So, I asked him early on in our talks to describe himself. His exact words were “level-
headed, thoughtful, and pragmatic.” But he assured me that under the reserved veneer of cool, 
calm, and collected under duress, his emotions run deeply. He views life as something everyone 
deals with; once initial reactions subside, it’s best just to get on with the business of it. Brian 
attributes his ability to do this to the Boy Scouts and to his mother, who always used to say, 
“Tomorrow things will be better.” Brian and his mother are quite alike. 
My goal is to show you a man who has served his country faithfully and honorably for 
over three decades. But, I also want to show you the man who suffered through the sudden death 
of his first wife, Linda, leaving him the single father of two teen-aged daughters, and the man 
who lost his only brother to cancer at the age of 50. I want to show you the funny and warm side 




The historical events in this book are described in as much detail as is necessary for the 
reader’s understanding of the context of political and military situations and to set the scene for 
Brian’s participation. Should the reader desire more information, then pursuing sources for 
further research are suggested. Where necessary, footnotes designate the sources from which 
statements of fact, quotations, and details are taken. 
My hope is that Brian’s story will (1) honor the military, (2) serve America by informing 
readers of the important work of the Coast Guard, (3) influence some who are considering 








Chapter Two: Part 1 Status 1A: No. 85 
In 1973, the war in Vietnam was still raging, and American soldiers were dying by the 
thousands. The lottery draft, a system of randomly selecting men between the ages of 18 and 26 
for mandatory military service, was also in effect. The first lottery drawing since 1942 was held 
on December 1, 1969, at the Selective Service national headquarters in Washington, D.C. All 
registrants who were born between January 1, 1944, and December 31, 1950, were included. 
Blue capsules numbered from 1 to 366 (to represent every birthday of the year) were placed in a 
large glass container and then drawn by hand to assign the order-of-call numbers to the men 
according to birthdays. With widespread radio, television, and newspaper coverage, the first 
capsule was drawn:  September 14. All men born on September 14 in any year between 1944 and 
1950 were assigned lottery number 1. The drawing continued until all the days of the year were 
paired with ascending sequence numbers.1  
Even though the years-long public outcry against the war stimulated speculation about 
whether or not President Nixon would begin troop withdrawal, David Brian Peterman was faced 
with being drafted. Student deferments were given for one semester, but for seniors the 
deferment was effective until the end of that particular academic year. The lottery drawing was 
held at the end of 1969 when Brian was only a sophomore; this put him annually in jeopardy of 
being drafted until he started his senior year at West Chester State. His student deferment would 
then expire after his graduation in the summer of 1973. He believes as of this writing that his 
number must have been high enough to his being drafted between his sophomore and senior 
                                                 




years because he doesn’t remember ever receiving a draft notice. At the time, though, he felt 
certain he would be drafted after graduation.  
While Brian was unsure about his career path, one thing was clear—he wanted to 
continue to control his own destiny as much as possible. Examining his options, he saw 
enlistment into a branch of the military of his choice as a viable alternative to being drafted into 
the Army. Almost every summer, Brian and his family used to camp with relatives at Indian 
River Inlet in Delaware, south of Rehobeth. There, they would watch with great interest as the 
Coast Guard trained and performed rescues. As he thought about how impressed he was with 



























Figure 1 Photo, above: Rep. Alexander Pirnie, R-NY, draws the first capsule in the lottery drawing held on 








Officer Candidate School 
 During the Vietnam era, the Coast Guard Officer Candidate School (O.C.S.) had been 
turning out about 250 officers twice a year. But, with the war winding down, Brian’s class was 
only about 135 men (and the last all-male class of officer candidates) who reported to O.C.S.—
Class 1-73. They were divided into four platoons—Alpha One through Alpha Four; Brian was 
assigned to Alpha Four with about 35 others, including about eight men in his platoon who were 
already in the C.G. as enlisted members and had been through boot camp. They taught the new 
men how to fold their clothes, maintain their rifles, and clean rooms and heads (bathrooms), all 
to meet high O.C.S. standards. 
 They were each assigned to a room with one roommate. Each room contained two bunk 
beds, two desks, two lockers, and a rack in which they locked their rifles. Their clothes had to be 
folded exactly as directed by the staff, and their limited personal belongings had to be in place 
exactly where they were told. They each had a locked drawer in their lockers to hold their 
valuables, and if it were ever found open, or their rifles ever found unlocked, they received 
demerits. Their first uniform was couple of blue work shirts with a few pairs of matching blue 
trousers. Some of the men stapled up the hems of their pants in order to get the inseams at the 
right measurement on reporting. 
 At 5:30 a.m., the O.C.S. routine began with a blaring bugle call while they immediately 
fell out for calisthenics on the outdoor parking lot. It was cold and dark while they did their sit-
ups, pushups, jumping jacks, and a run around the base. The harassment from instructors (all 
C.G. Lieutenants and Lieutenant Junior Grades) started almost immediately as the new men 
marched or ran in formation with another instructor shouting in their ears. On their return, they 
quickly showered, changed into their uniforms and fell in for morning muster and breakfast. To 
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make every second count in the morning, Brian would sleep in his sweat clothes and lie on top of 
his rack (bunk) without the covers. That way, he only needed to tighten his covers in the morning 
without making the whole bed.  
 
After they got their hair cut and into their first uniforms, they were each given a slip of paper and told to put their 
names on it with large letters. They then were taken to the steps of their barracks where their picture was taken. In this way, the 
instructors could identify them, since they did not yet have name tags.  Brian is in the upper far left side of the picture. 
 
After breakfast, the men returned to the barracks, either marching or running in 
formation, to clean the heads and rooms, attend morning classes, do lunch formation and lunch, 
and drill practice, which consisted of running while carrying weapons overhead (high port), 
green benches (leaning against the wall in a sitting position), and constant pushups and sit-ups. 
Afterward, they attended more classes, did evening formation and dinner, prepared their 
uniforms, studied, and went to bed when taps sounded at 10:00 p.m. The next day was just like 
the one before. 
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 The O.C.s received demerits for the least offenses, and after a certain number of demerits, 
weekend-liberty pass was forfeited. But during the first five weeks of O.C.S. training, they didn’t 
get weekend liberty, so it didn’t matter much that they accrued so many demerits early on. Their 
weekends were taken up with drill, study, and cleaning. Brian’s Boy Scout experience had taught 
him the importance of teamwork and working for the good of the group over personal needs, but 
many of his platoon mates were learning these lessons for the first time. Eventually, they began 
to work as a team, evolving into camaraderie, and then lasting friendships. In the midst of their 
stressful times, they worked together to overcome adversity and build strong bonds—exactly 
what the instructors wanted. As a result, the new O.C.s became loyal to each other and to the 
Coast Guard. 
 Brian often got demerits, but rarely enough to cause him to lose liberty. About halfway 
through the program, though, he had his worst week. He had earned a few demerits during the 
week for things like lint on his wool blanket, but Saturday morning inspection was different. He 
had received a tin of chocolate chip cookies from home which were considered contraband. He’d 
hidden them in his dirty clothes bag, but when the instructor took a look around, he seemed to 
sense something was not as it should be. When he found the cookies, he literally tore the room 
apart, throwing all of Brian’s belongings out of the locker, breaking apart the beds, and generally 
creating an ugly mess of things. Brian got the full load of demerits for “room in general 
disorder,” losing liberty for the following weekend. 
Later that week, Brian donated a pint of blood for the Red Cross drive. At the end of the 
week, the staff announced that all those who had donated were forgiven their demerits and 
allowed liberty. Linda usually came down for the weekends when Brian had liberty, but because 
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he wasn’t supposed to get it, she had cancelled her trip. This turn of events led to a memorable 
weekend in Virginia Beach and Brian’s encounter with “Big Shug,” as in “Shugar.” 
The guys decided that it would be a good idea to visit a strip joint in Virginia Beach—a 
real dive. Brian wore jeans and a dark-blue uniform sweater against the cold Chesapeake Bay 
chill. Shug’s claim to fame was that she was the only 300-pound topless dancer in town. When it 
was time for Big Shug’s act, Brian found himself in the front row. She came out to do her 
number wearing a pair of huge panties and two large drapery pulls glued to her nipples. She 
started to ‘dance,’ and at a certain moment, she pulled from her panties and large rolls of fat a 
full-sized container of baby powder and proceeded to squirt it into the audience and all over 
Brian’s dark blue sweater. She then took off one of her drapery pulls and threw it to him. (Later, 
Linda transformed it into a Christmas-tree ornament, which they hung on their tree for many 
years.) And that was his memorable night in Virginia Beach. 
One of the things the O.C.s learned was how to conn a ship, the phrase for all the tasks 
related to control of a ship. Assigned to the O.C.S. was an old cutter of the “buck-and-a-quarter” 
class, so designated because she was 125 feet long; her christened name was the U.S. Coast 
Guard Cutter Cuyahoga (USCGC Cuyahoga). At the appointed time of instruction, the men 
would go down to the Cuyahoga and man the bridge positions, practice helmsmanship, bearing 
taking, navigation, and conning the ship, otherwise known as  “dock crashing.” Each O.C. would 
back the ship away from the dock and then give the proper commands to tie the ship back up to 
the pier, which often meant crashing into the dock. The Commanding Officer of the ship was a 
crusty, old warrant officer who was fairly patient with the abuse of his ship. He had a secret 
weapon known as his pet hound dog that would sit at his feet and nearly asphyxiate everyone 
with his deadly gas. The men called him “The Captain’s Revenge”; the bridge reeked. 
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Their big underway experience was a weekend trip on the Cuyahoga to Salsbury, 
Maryland, what Brian called “hardly a sea voyage.” They crossed the York River, went into the 
Chesapeake Bay, and then up a long, narrow river to Salsbury where they tied up and got 
Cinderella liberty—they had to be back by midnight. Brian was now faced with his first 
leadership challenge. One of his classmates, Jack, a prior-enlisted C.G. guy with lots of ship 
experience, decided to return to liberty after midnight muster was taken. Brian had the watch and 
was responsible for the security of the ship, so when Jack told Brian he was leaving, Brian tried 
to talk him out of it. He was a scared and inexperienced seaman trying to give orders to an older 
and more experienced sailor who had no interest in obeying. As Jack departed, he told Brian not 
to tell anyone where he was—and Brian didn’t. He dodged a bullet in breaking the rules, 
jeopardizing his part in the program, to look after his shipmate. Fortunately, they weren’t caught 
because Brian would have been held equally accountable not only for the ship, but for the other 
sailor, as well.  
The O.C. classes included navigation, leadership, C.G. history and culture, and learning 
about C.G. career paths. They also had gym classes where they did sports and had a little fun. 
Once a week, the platoons competed in drill competitions in which all the platoons performed 
identical drills and were graded by the instructors. They carried rifles, the platoon commander 
carried a sword, and a guidon carried the platoon flag. But, the interplatoon competition went 
beyond drills. They were also graded on physical fitness tests, academics, and behavior. As the 
weeks passed, their marching improved as did their skills and teamwork. They were an 
impressive sight in their dark blue dress uniforms, white spats, and combination caps. 
As mentioned earlier, the O.C.s did not get liberty until the fifth weekend of the program 
and that was only from Saturday afternoon through early Sunday evening. Linda was a great 
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sport driving three hours from Pennsylvania to Yorktown, Virginia to spend this precious little 
time with Brian. Having her there was wonderful; she offered a welcomed break from the 
pressures of O.C.S. and kept him grounded. It was winter time when Brian was at boot camp 
(September 1972 to January 1973), so there were not a lot of touristy things to do. But they did 
take historic tours of the Yorktown Battlefield and Williamsburg, and they spent some time in 
Virginia Beach. At O.C.S., Brian had become good friends with Larry Mizell. He had no 
transportation or visitors, so he often accompanied Brian and Linda on their weekends away. 
They had great times together, and Larry remained a good friend. 
At the end of the 17-week-program, the platoon with the highest score earned the title of 
“Honor Platoon” and doing the ceremonial drill for graduation and honors for their distinguished 
guest, Congressman Silvio Conte whose son, John, was in Brian’s platoon. The platoons had a 
hierarchical leadership chosen by the platoon instructors, which were platoon commander, 
platoon executive officer, and platoon guidon. Brian’s first platoon commander was a prior-
enlisted guy who got his group off to a good start. The platoon leadership would serve for a two-
week period and then new leadership took charge. A little more than half way through the 
program, Brian was chosen to be the platoon commander. For the final two-week period in the 
program, the instructors chose the commander from those who had previously held the position. 
Brian got the job, and his platoon went on to become the Honor Platoon presenting honors at 
their graduation ceremony. The perk for being the Honor Platoon was that they got checked out 
first after the graduation and were among the first to leave with their families—no trips or cash 
prizes were awarded. 
The Coast Guard training center at Yorktown is nestled behind the Yorktown Battlefield 
grounds. Just outside the gate is the Moore House where General Washington received the 
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British surrender. The base was originally called a Reserve Training Center, but along with 
reservists, active duty members also trained there. Several schools were there: Marine Safety; 
Damage Controlman; Fire control Technician; Gunners Mate; and others. But the crown jewel 
program was O.C.S. where half of the Coast Guard officers got their start; the other half came 
from the C.G. Academy. Also on the base grounds is the site of one of the original colonial 
villages in America. All that remains is the foundation for the church, which is preserved as a 
historic site; Civil War-era trenches also run through the base. Years later, Yorktown would play 
an important role in his future.  
 Because he was coming directly out of college, Brian received a Reserve Commission. 
The expectation was that he would leave active duty after his three-year commitment and stay in 
the reserve component, drilling one weekend a month and doing two weeks active duty each 
year. When he decided to stay in beyond three years, he had to compete for “integration” into the 
regular C.G. To do this, he had to be selected for promotion to Lieutenant, complete three 
correspondence courses, and be chosen by a panel. Through this process, he was able to become 
a “Regular” officer and lose the “Reserve” moniker. The prior-enlisted guys with over four years 
of service received a temporary commission. This meant that they could be reverted back to 
enlisted status rather than be kicked out, should they fail as officers. They integrated in the 
Regular C.G. at the Lieutenant level. 
 The Academy grads received regular commissions when they graduated and were 
assumed to be the cream of the crop, all going to ships for their first assignments, which, back 
then, was almost mandatory in order to have a successful career. Only the temporary-
commission men from Brian’s O.C.S. class got ship assignments. Sailors like Brian were 
considered throw-aways—just there to fill short-term needs, but not expected to stay for a career. 
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When Brian entered the program, most of the senior officers were Academy grads; 36 years later 
when he retired, six of the top ten officers were O.C.S. grads, so Brian’s class changed the 
landscape, so-to-speak, but it wasn’t easy.1 The Academy grads helped their classmates along 
after graduation. Brian’s class tried to do the same, but they did not get the influential 
assignments as early in their careers. In the end, though, the Coast Guard turned out to be, 
according to Brian, an honest meritocracy, and those who performed were given more 
challenging jobs which helped their careers progress. 
 
The honor platoon for graduation ceremonies: the Admiral and Congressman inspected my platoon. Brian is on the left carrying 
the sword just behind them. 
                                                 




Jamaica: A New Assignment 
Brian was nearing the end of his tour in Cordova, Alaska, and looking for a new 
assignment in early 1982. His first commanding officer on the Sweetbrier had gone to Coast 
Guard Headquarters in Yorktown, Virginia, to become an assignment officer. He called Brian 
one day and inquired about his interest in either of two assignments, Panama or Jamaica. 
(Establishing a Military Liaison Office in Kingston was to further enhance the newly 
strengthened military-to-military relationship between the U.S. and Jamaica.) Brian confessed 
that his unsuccessful attempts to learn a foreign language would preclude the assignment in 
Panama because it required Spanish. As a former British territory, being assigned to Jamaica did 
not require a foreign language, so it seemed like the better choice. He and Linda weighed the 
positives and negatives of the assignment.  
Cordova was a small remote fishing village with a tightly knit population where everyone 
knew everyone else. The members of the community looked out for one another, and except for 
the occasional bear roaming around town, the Petermans had felt safe. Now, they were 
considering a third-world country in a city with high crime and a mean reputation. They would 
have to be diligent about their safety on a daily basis. And, again, they would be far from their 
extended families in Pennsylvania.  
Transitioning from the cold climate of Alaska to the tropics would be uncomfortable; the 
schools in Jamaica were an important unknown; and Brian questioned whether or not this was a 
good career move. But their keen sense of adventure and desire to take on new challenges 
overcame their uncertainties. They believed that together they could overcome any obstacles that 
lay ahead, so Brian called his assignment officer and accepted the position. 
18 
 
Setting the Stage 
The most prosperous decade in Jamaican history began on August 6, 1962, the day 
Jamaica became independent of Britain. The tiny island nation’s first Prime Minister was 
Alexander Bustamante, an ally of the United States. Jamaica was attractive to foreign investors, 
which rapidly increased the country’s productivity and standard of living. But in 1972, the 
prosperity came to a halt with the victory of Michael Manley and the socialist People’s National 
Party (P.N.P.), whose reforms caused the country’s economic structure to erode in 1980, nearly 
to the point of collapse.  
Unemployment stood at more than 35%, half of which was youth. Inflation had 
skyrocketed with prices increasing by 78% since 1977. Even those who could afford the prices 
had difficulty finding goods to purchase; soap and bread were so scarce that riots broke out at 
Kingston markets. From 1972 to 1979, the standard of living dropped by 25%. Agriculture 
production diminished, with the life-sustaining banana crop falling by 78% after Manley 
assumed power, but marijuana production increased to such a level that it became Jamaica’s 
principal source of foreign exchange.1  As a consequence of these devastating downturns, nearly 
half of all educated and professional Jamaicans fled the country, primarily for the United States, 
Canada, and Britain. Manley blamed imperialism and O.P.E.C. for the economic plight of his 
country. 
Under the label of the P.N.P.’s democratic socialism, Jamaica began to look more like 
communism. Foreign mining companies were forced to sell the majority of shares of bauxite (the 
raw material for aluminum) operations to the Jamaican government; later, a heavy export tax was 
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levied. Jamaica consequently saw its share of bauxite production fall from 18 to 12%, with net 
production falling by a third. Eight out of twelve of the country’s sugar plantations were 
nationalized; from 1974 to 1980, sugar production fell by approximately 22%. In 1978, Manley 
was forced to seek loans in the amount of $350 million from the International Monetary Fund 
(I.M.F.) in order to keep the government functioning, under the condition that the Jamaican 
government seek and implement sounder economic policies. 
The unstable economic environment preceding the 1980 election was at the root of a 
precarious and dangerous time; Jamaican police forces were not able to control the violent 
demonstrations, which resulted in the deaths of more than 600 people. In order to quell the 
rioting and allow a fair election to take place, The Jamaica Defence Force (J.D.F.) stepped in. 
Under the leadership of Edward Seaga (pronounced See-ah-ga), the election brought the pro-
U.S., free-enterprise Jamaica Labour Party (J.L.P.) into power with a landslide victory.  
The Jamaican citizens held great hope for better times ahead. However, diplomacy was 
difficult for the Seaga government in that, according to the J.L.P.’s “Foreign Policy Guidelines,” 
2Jamaica is regionally linked to Latin America, sub-regionally linked to the Caribbean, 
sentimentally linked to its African roots, politically grouped with the British Commonwealth, the 
Organization of American States (O.A.S.) and the Third World, and economically involved with 
the trade and financial patterns of the industrial world. These interconnected and intertwining 
relationships at times caused conflict in foreign policy. The J.L.P. did state, though, that it 
wanted to place special emphasis on a relationship with the United States.  
On a visit to the U.S. in 1980, Seaga stated, “We are ready to contain the expansion of 
Cubanism” (the political ideology of Fidel Castro) and praised America’s Reagan administration. 
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Seaga and the J.L.P. took various steps to reduce Cuba’s Communist infiltration into, 
interference with, and influence in Jamaica, beginning by recalling the Jamaican ambassador 
back to Kingston. Photographs of Castro and other Communist leaders were removed from 
display at J.L.P.’s offices and agencies. The J.L.P. simultaneously implemented a pro-Western 
foreign policy to combat the threat of other alien ideologies. Seaga determined to place a greater 
emphasis on, what had been in the past neglected in the Caribbean area, a commitment against 
racist regimes and human-rights violations. 
In 1980, the J.L.P. announced an aggressive program for economic recovery to “increase 
the private sector’s capability of generating production and employment, and to increase export 
sales and revenues.” 3 To accomplish its goals, the government intended to decrease regulations, 
provide tax incentives, make improvements to the tourist industry, explain to the people the 
government’s high level of bureaucracy, and make various improvements in the manufacturing 
and farming sectors. The J.L.P. anticipated a minimum three-year level of activity in order to see 
the envisioned results. 
Among Jamaica’s most urgent needs in the meantime were food, fuel, and raw materials. 
The Seaga government signed two crude-petroleum-purchasing agreements with Venezuela and 
Mexico for processing raw materials in Jamaica’s refinery. In addition, it signed a $23.5 million 
Inter-American Development Bank loan to support petroleum exploration within Jamaica. 
These events took place during the last years of the Cold War, a continuous state of 
political conflict, military tension, and economic competition established by the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Republics (U.S.S.R.) against Western powers (most predominantly the U.S.) from post 
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World War II to 1989.4 In this global and bipolar game of chess, the election of the Seaga 
government moved Jamaica from the Soviet bloc to the Western bloc, and, in recognition of that 
change, the U.S. government decided to strengthen support of Jamaica by increasing aid and 
building military ties. A new Military Liaison Office would be opened at the U.S. Embassy in 
Kingston to manage assistance to the J.D.F. This move in the global chess game had a profound 
effect on Brian and his family. 
***** 
 Beginning in July 1982, Brian attended a five-week course at Wright-Patterson Air Force 
Base in Dayton, Ohio, at the Defense Institute for Security Assistance Management (D.I.S.A.M.) 
to learn about the U.S. security assistance programs he would be managing in Jamaica. After 
spending the last two years in Alaska and facing two years in Jamaica, Linda and the girls stayed 
with family in Pennsylvania while Brian completed his training. Then, it was time to ship their 
family van to Jamaica, not to see it again for six weeks, and the Petermans set out on their 
journey. 
 They arrived in Kingston in August, met by a rush of heat and humidity at the door of the 
aircraft. Steve Hightower, Brian’s new superior officer, and his wife, Cheryl, greeted them at the 
airport to assist with what Brian calls, “the crazy customs and immigration procedure”; in time, 
Brian got a special pass to facilitate navigating the customs process. And, he adds, he later 
learned the power of a few bottles of good scotch strategically gifted at holiday times to speed 
things along with customs officials.  
                                                 





One of the first things the Petermans did was to drive to Port Royal on the wrong side of 
the road in this formerly British Commonwealth in order to visit a museum that had been an old 
British hospital. While they were learning a bit about Jamaican history, they were followed by a 
man dressed in civilian clothes and armed with an automatic rifle. They weren’t sure if he were 
their new security detail or if he were there to discourage them from stealing artifacts from the 
museum or to cite them for traffic violations. Welcome to Jamaica. 
***** 
Working for the American embassy (and Ambassador William Hewitt) and the 
Department of Defense, three American servicemen were assigned to Jamaica to work together 
in the newly formed U.S. Military Liaison Office (M.L.O.) to manage providing equipment and 
training for the Jamaican Defence Force (J.D.F.). But before their work could begin in earnest, 
they had to attend to administrative responsibilities and build relationships with embassy staff, 
the Defense Attaché, and the J.D.F. Steve Hightower, Brian, and Al Mollette also had to 
establish themselves as part of the Embassy Country Team, the senior leadership group 
designated by Ambassador Hewitt. Being seen as full partners with all these parties took time. 
Ambassador Hewitt was a political appointment; he was not career State Department. He 
had been the CEO at John Deere and had most likely donated a great deal to President Reagan’s 
election campaign and then been appointed. Brian says at first “I thought it might be a bad thing, 
but I realized over time that his good business sense was beneficial. He made a point of 
introducing Jamaican entrepreneurs to U.S. business contacts, thereby encouraging strong 
economic growth for Jamaica.” 
Hewitt’s official residence was on the mountain behind the neighborhood where the 
Petermans eventually found a place to live. He loved fireworks, and every July 4th he paid for an 
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impressive fireworks display from the mountain. The first time he did it, however, was without 
warning to the violence-weary locals who, of course, do not celebrate July 4th. They 
consequently thought the capital was being invaded! Embassy public-relations types did some 
scrambling to recover from that mishap. After a few calls to the police, the main newspaper, the 
Daily Gleaner, was highly critical of the American Ambassador for his insensitivity. Because 
Hewitt was new, he took the criticism seriously, issued an apology, and made certain that the 
following year’s celebration was well publicized ahead of time. 
***** 
Army Major Steve Hightower, Special Forces, was in command in the M.L.O. Brian was 
the maritime expert and served as Security Assistance Officer (and the first Coast Guard officer 
ever to be assigned to such security work at a U.S. Embassy). The Embassy asked specifically 
for a Coast Guard officer, because the J.D.F. Coast Guard’s mission and organizational structure 
most closely resembled that of the U.S. Coast Guard. The other member of the team, Navy Chief 
Petty Officer Yeoman Al Mollette, provided administrative and logistics support, such as 
meeting planes, arranging travel for J.D.F. students to attend training in the U.S., and taking care 
of issues with the Embassy to support Steve and Brian. The team additionally had the 
administrative support from Lori Brantsner, the wife of one of the embassy communicators. 
Their office was assigned to the consulate building located just down the street from the 
Embassy where a daily line of desperate Jamaicans snaked around the block waiting to apply for 
visas to immigrate to the U.S. 
All three men worked closely and well together within the office as they strove to attain 
their common strategic goals to (1) establish the M.L.O within the Embassy; (2) provide U.S. 
military equipment to the J.D.F. through the U.S. Foreign Military Sales program; (3) provide 
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U.S. military training to the J.D.F. through the U.S. International Military Education and 
Training program, and (4) support the J.D.F. contribution to the international peacekeeping force 
in Grenada (after the invasion).  
Brian’s primary job was to manage the training program and be the liaison with the J.D.F. 
Coast Guard. Working with a budget and the J.D.F. senior leadership, they constructed a 
comprehensive training program for all of the services. After approval from the U.S. and 
Jamaican governments, the team selected the best candidates for training, arranged for their 
travel to training facilities outside Jamaica, and debriefed them when they returned. One 
returning student asked to speak with Brian privately, off the record. Brian was expecting the 
usual request for a visa to go back to the U.S. Instead, he was pleasantly, and embarrassedly, 
surprised to receive a gift of some fruit in gratitude for the training this student had received. The 
gift was especially meaningful in light of the fact that this young trainee had little to give. 
Brian had a great deal of latitude in his work. His responsibilities were to coordinate U.S. 
military training for the J.D.F. Coast Guard (J.D.F.C.G.) personnel at various U.S. Coast Guard, 
U.S. Navy, and other military schools in the U.S. and Panama; train and support Jamaican troops 
in law enforcement; assist the J.D.F.C.G. in acquiring spare parts or new equipment for their 
existing patrol boats; and aid them in acquiring new patrol craft through U.S. sources. These so-
called new craft included older and used vessels from the U.S. in addition to the new craft 
secured through grants or secured loans. According to Hightower, the stipulation on this aid was 
that the equipment be used in the mutually beneficial anti-narcotics effort.  
***** 
The M.L.O. managed two U.S. aid programs—the Foreign Military Sales (F.M.S.) 
program and the International Military Education and Training (I.M.E.T.) program. Major 
25 
 
Hightower managed the bulk of the F.M.S. program, and Brian helped with J.D.F. C.G. 
purchases, which used the Navy ship yard in Guantanamo Bay for patrol-boat maintenance. The 
F.M.S. funds were used to purchase military equipment and supplies (such as trucks, 
maintenance for patrol boats, and radios) and, in some cases, to support training on the 
equipment. 
Brian managed the bulk of the I.M.E.T. program, which was exclusively training. Each 
year, the Southern Command (SOUTHCOM, the geographic combatant commander 
headquartered in Panama when Brian was in Jamaica) had a training conference where all the 
I.M.E.T. managers from various countries heard presentations on training from the various 
services (including the U.S. Coast Guard). Brian worked with J.D.F. Headquarters to put 
together a training plan based on the budget expected from I.M.E.T. funds. Because resources 
were limited, choosing the best training possible for the money was crucial. Some countries had 
to spend precious money on English language training, which was, of course, not the case in 
Jamaica. 
In addition, Brian worked with his British and Canadian counterparts to coordinate 
training programs to avoid overlap or competition. At the SOUTHCOM meeting, all of the 
services that would do the training performed a thorough review of the program. Brian then 
reported to the J.D.F. with a comprehensive plan from which to start vetting people and 
assigning them for training. The vetting process was important because past students had been 
sent to the U.S. for training and fallen in love with the country—or a local American—and 
stayed in the U.S. illegally. The goal was to be certain that every candidate returned to Jamaica 
and served in the J.D.F. (It was also at SOUTHCOM that Brian met Mary Smith, a Coast Guard 
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training manager, who became his advocate within Coast Guard Headquarters. Some years later, 
Mary would play a pivotal role in Brian’s personal life.) 
Candidates trained for positions ranging from Coast Guard officers to junior officers to 
welders for motor-pool technicians. The skills they learned were marketable, and the result was 
that many returned to civilian life as soon as possible with lucrative jobs rather than remain in 
the J.D.F. While Brian felt somewhat miffed at their lack of long-term commitment, his irritation 
was somewhat mitigated due to the fact that at least they were positively contributing to the 
Jamaican economy. 
Brian also trained the J.D.F.C.G. in Search and Rescue Missions and anti-narcotics 
maritime operations in conjunction with the U.S. Coast Guard and Navy operating in and around 
Jamaican waters. Brian explains maritime counter narcotics (anti-narcotics) as operations that 
take place on the water to interdict the trade of illicit narcotics. The U.S. divided the interdiction 
of this trade into three parts: the source zone where the narcotics are made/grown, the transit 
zone where narcotics make their way to their final destination, and the arrival zone where the 
narcotics cross the U.S. border. Separate from this is demand reduction where the U.S. 
government tries to reduce the usage of illegal drugs within the United States. Maritime drug 
interdiction is generally considered the wet part of the work in the transit zone and the territorial 
seas portion of the arrival zone. 
The American presence in Jamaica was also influential in encouraging the J.D.F. to work 
with the U.S. in fighting the flow of drugs from Jamaica (marijuana and ganja, an especially 
highly resinous form of marijuana), as well as of drugs shipped from other countries in the 
Caribbean through Jamaica to the U.S. Jamaican culture and laws viewed marijuana use 
differently from how the U.S. did, believing that drugs were a problem unique only to the U.S. 
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consumer; Jamaicans practiced a “live and let live” philosophy concerning marijuana, making 
the U.S. efforts to stop the flow of weed a constant struggle, also made more difficult by the 
Rastafarian use of ganja for religious purposes. (Most associated with dreadlocks, ganja, and 
reggae music, the Rastafarian movement is a split between religious and social themes, familiar 
as a Black consciousness movement native to Jamaica.)5 However, the government of Jamaica 
understood the threat that drug producers and traffickers posed to good governance.  Its police 
force had been corrupted by the lure of quick money, and the J.D.F. was saddled with countering 
the drug threat.  Its forces worked diligently to destroy illegal airstrips used to load drugs on 
planes for delivery to the U.S., but corrupt government officials often hindered their efforts.  
A grave concern of the J.D.F. (as well as for Hightower and his group) was that by 
becoming increasingly heavily involved with the U.S. and the Jamaican Constabulary Force 
(J.C.F., the local police) in fighting drug trafficking, the J.D.F. would become vulnerable to the 
corruption faced by their colleagues in the police force. Becoming tainted by accepting the 
increasing counternarcotics role was a reasonable and genuine fear. But for all their challenges, 
Hightower and his colleagues viewed the J.D.F. as a highly professional military force—doubly 
exceptional because they were volunteers. Unlike other military and police forces in neighboring 
Caribbean nations, the J.D.F. was apolitical; it prided itself on remaining out of politics and 
above corruption. 
Hightower said that from the moment Brian arrived, everyone was impressed with his 
professional, but easy-going manner; he earned respect, trust, and friendship, in spite of the fact 
that he was a relatively junior officer. One of his most admirable traits was to problem solve for 
the myriad situations that faced him and the team when no solutions seemed to be at hand. He 
would remain calm, smile, and press on, looking at a situation from a new angle. 
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Another function of the U.S. team in Kingston was to assist the J.D.F. in coordinating 
policy with the other embassy staff. Each year, Brian and his colleagues executed an extensive 
assessment of the J.D.F. and then sent proposals to Washington on what the M.L.O. could do to 
help. The full report was submitted through the Ambassador’s office, but Brian actually did quite 
a bit of the writing, or what he calls so-called writing: 
I wrote sections of this report, and this was the first time I discovered that I didn’t know 
how to write! As I came to learn, written reports were the end product in the Foreign 
Service, and those who wrote them took great pride in every word. My approach was get 
the job done; their approach was embellishment and flair. We butted heads frequently 
until I got the hang of adding just the right amount of umph to make them happy. 
The assessments were then reviewed by the Departments of Defense and State where additional 
perspectives were added; then a joint report was combined with other Embassy reports, 
culminating in the final product that went to the U.S. Congress for funds appropriation and 
approval. 
 Because sending Coasties (Coast Guardsmen) to do work outside Coast Guard 
boundaries was a new concept in this branch of the military, Brian had some conflict with his 
Coast Guard International Affairs program manager, who expected Brian to continue to report to 
and work for the Coast Guard as usual. But as a detailee, not a liaison (one who is assigned to do 
the work for the Coast Guard), Brian worked for the Ambassador and the Department of 
Defense. However, understanding where his bread was buttered to avoid conflict where possible, 
Brian continued to help the Coast Guard on the side. For example, he helped with Coast Guard 
ship visits and arranged joint J.D.F.C.G. and U.S.C.G. counterdrug patrols. But he remained at 
the beck and call of the Ambassador and SOUTHCOM. Some in the U.S.C.G. International 
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Affairs office continued to pressure him to do their work, causing Brian to push back in return, 
thereby creating more conflict. Mary Smith (the Coast Guard training manager whom Brian met 
at SOUTHCOM) intervened on his behalf by educating her colleagues about the differences 
between detailees and liaisons. The result was less pressure on Brian to do the work of a liaison 
and smoother relations with the International Affairs program manager. 
***** 
Ah, the good life, mon—rum punches, white beaches, breezes, steel drums. But that is far 
from what life was really like (then or today).  Violent crime in Kingston was a constant worry 
and not much different from any third-world capital city in Africa or Asia in terms of poverty, 
overcrowding, pollution, disease, and the lack of basic services. Anyone associated with the 
American Embassy or living in a wealthy area was also prey to aggressive begging. As white-
skinned foreigners living in an upscale neighborhood and driving with diplomatic license plates, 
Brian explained that they were the obvious and frequent target of beggars: 
On the street, they would single us out and ask for money. In time, we became 
desensitized, which made it easier to say “no”—necessary to stop the harassment. But 
Linda was compassionate, and she sometimes gave money to the beggars who came to 
the house. This made us an easy target for more beggars. Even Linda reached a point 
where she thought enough was enough, so she began to give them canned goods and 
clothing in lieu of money. That soon put a stop to the beggars at the door. 
The real threat for them was common crime, not terrorism, but that did not diminish the high 
level of stress all the American families experienced daily. Brian explains: 
We lived in an embassy apartment for about five weeks while house hunting in Kingston. 
After we found a home, the embassy security officer evaluated its safety and location 
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before we could sign the lease. In addition to the security bars on all the windows and 
doors, the embassy installed a complex alarm system with the system control panel and 
the radio base station (in the case of cut phone lines) in the bedroom. We were given 
embassy radios in order to be constantly connected to the Marine Security Guards. The 
bedroom also served as a safe room where we could lock ourselves in as a last line of 
defense. It had not only bars on the windows, but a solid, lockable door. 
As a consequence of the stress, the M.L.O. group and the families grew closer as they depended 
on each other for support, advice, and friendship. Hightower said that Brian’s wife and daughters 
reflected his attitude of cheerfulness and optimism in the face of adversity. 
The Petermans rented a home from a married couple who were both lawyers—crooked 
ones as it turned out. The man was investigated for drug trafficking and eventually died from the 
effects of alcoholism. His wife was a judge who was eventually disbarred for taking a bribe. But 
their house was comfortable and nice; it was built with a central floor plan (rooms emanating 
from a central living area) and had a swimming pool, which was conveniently used as a reservoir 
for flushing toilets when the water was turned off for hours at a time, a not infrequent 
occurrence. The only air-conditioning was supplied by window units in the bedrooms. As is 
typical with many tropical houses, most of the windows did not have glass, providing an easy 
entry for the mosquitoes. Rather, they were open spaces hung with wooden slatted shutters that 
could be adjusted for ventilation; security bars covered the windows from the outside to prevent 
intruders from entering. The doors also were grilled from the outside to allow ventilation with 
protection. 
One night, when everyone was asleep, the alarm went off, and the girls screamed from 
their bedroom. Brian was jolted awake and ran for his shotgun, starting carefully for their room. 
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As he approached the hallway, he saw the shadow of a mongoose run across the dining room and 
out the door in the kitchen, presumably the way he came in. The creature had gone so far as to 
jump into bed with daughters, Jennifer and Becky! In terror, they had leapt up in their bed and hit 
the window grill that had a motion sensor, setting off the alarm. More fearful than anything else 
of what germs and insects this creature might have been carrying, the Petermans brought the 
adventure to an end with a changing of the sheets. 
  They are small cat-like carnivores with elongated bodies and long tails, short legs, curved 
ears, and pointed snouts. Mongooses are native to India where they developed their snake-
hunting skills, and because they are easily domesticated, they are also often used there as house 
pets to keep vermin populations under control. The British then brought them to Jamaica to 
control the snake population. Not impervious to snake venom, mongooses are experts at avoiding 
snakebites, and they kill only defensively. The U.S. has banned their import out of fear that their 
expert and voracious hunting skills will decimate small mammal populations. 6  
***** 
Day-to-day living was a challenge for the Petermans, to say the least, beginning with the 
climate. Jamaica lies in a tropical zone that supports lush vegetation, as well as breathtakingly 
hot and humid summer weather; winters are only less hot and humid; the mountainous areas are 
cooler and free of malarial mosquitoes. In 1841, the British built a refuge at Newcastle Hill 
Station, the location of the J.D.F. basic training facility. The Petermans sometimes spent vacation 
time there in one of the guesthouses to escape the heat.  
                                                 




Water and power often went out for hours and—sometimes—days at a time for no known 
reason. It was a common occurrence to have a so-called power outage that could last anywhere 
from four to eight hours. Because the Jamaican government could not provide reliable water 
service, the Petermans endured water rationing and always had to boil their tap water for 
drinking. In order to cover these dry times (and provide the basic utilities that most Americans 
take for granted), they acquired water tanks, pumps, and emergency generators.  
Medical care was limited. Other than a nurse at the embassy, the Petermans had to rely on 
local Jamaican doctors, all in all, not bad, according to Brian. Kingston is home to the medical 
school for the Caribbean. On one occasion, the Department of Defense flew a C-12 (Cessna King 
Air) to Jamaica to bring the Petermans to the Navy hospital in Puerto Rico for routine physicals 
and dental care. (They took advantage of the shopping opportunity, and because it was near the 
end of their tour, they also ordered their new vehicle for delivery to Philadelphia and their return 
to the States.)  
They experienced local care firsthand when both Brian and Linda simultaneously 
contracted dengue (pronounced DENG-gay) fever from mosquitoes that had previously bitten 
infected people. These mosquitoes flourish during rainy seasons, but they can also breed year 
round in water-filled flower pots, plastic bags, and cans. 
Dengue goes by other names that describe the effects of the disease: bonebreak and 
dandy fever and bone crushing disease. Victims of dengue often suffer with contortions due to 
the intense joint and muscle pain; Brian said that they felt as though they had been “run through 
a trash compactor.” Fortunately, the pain is cyclical, and Brian and Linda’s cycles were not in 
sync, thereby enabling them to rotate care for their girls. It was several weeks before their pain 
and fevers subsided, but it was months before their energy and good health returned. Fortunately, 
33 
 
it is not contagious, so their daughters were safe. Dengue strikes people with low levels of 
immunity, but when a strain is contracted, one has lifetime immunity from that strain. However, 
because it has four serotypes of virus, it is possible to get dengue fever multiple times.7  
***** 
Inherited from the British, driving on the left-side of the road was (and is) the law in 
Jamaica. For anyone who has learned to drive on the right side of the road with the driver seat on 
the left side of the vehicle, changing the pattern is nerve shattering at the very least. Brian said 
Jamaica was by far the most dangerous place he had ever driven. In Jamaica, the idiosyncrasies 
of left-side driving were exacerbated by poorly paved, narrow roads rutted with potholes. Drivers 
with overloaded vehicles barreled along at dangerous speeds and paid little heed to heavy traffic, 
a narrowing of the road, or blind curves. Traffic lights often did not function; stop signs were 
missing; and road lights for night driving were virtually non-existent. Driving across the island’s 
mountains was treacherous; however, tight curves on narrow roads were no hindrance to the 
locals who drove fast and recklessly.  
To limit their risk of injury and vehicle damage from aggressive drivers, the Petermans 
drove a full-size Plymouth van, the same sort used for public transportation in Kingston. The 
drivers would cram passengers in and about the vans as they drove around the city. Anyone 
could flag down the driver and grab a spot somewhere on the vehicle. The Petermans’ van so 
much resembled a well-kept version of the publicly used local van that, on more than one 
occasion, confusion and concern arose among potential passengers as Linda ignored passengers 
                                                 





trying to flag her down. She was the target of loud, angry words and an occasional piece of fruit 
landing in protest somewhere on the van.  
Jennifer and Becky started at a private school that was attended by most of the embassy 
children. After a heavy rain one day, the children were sent home early because some of the 
classrooms were flooded. Without any notice to the parents, and while Linda was out looking for 
a place to live, the school van dropped the girls off at the embassy apartment. After nearly two 
hours of Jennifer and Becky’s playing alone in a parking lot, Linda returned home. Horrified at 
the thought of what might have happened to two young American girls, Linda became 
determined to find a new school. A teacher herself, she was more than qualified to evaluate her 
options. Happily, she found Hopefield Prep in a small neighborhood that suited their needs. She 
transferred the girls, and other American and Canadian embassy parents soon followed suit. 
***** 
One of the perks of Jamaican living was the ability to afford household help. All the 
embassy staff hired live-in maids but warned Brian and Linda not to overpay their maid—
tempting, because they could afford it, and Jamaican poverty was appalling. The going rate for a 
maid was about twenty dollars a week plus room and board. Marie joined the household from 
Monday morning through Saturday noon, living the rest of the time with her mother, who cared 
for Marie’s three children. The maid’s quarters off the kitchen consisted of a bedroom and 
private bath that was not plumbed for hot water. Marie did the laundry, cleaned, shopped for 
local groceries, and did some of the cooking. Brian said, “She wasn’t a ball of fire, but we 
worked with her on household management, and in time she was like a part of our family.” 
Brian and Linda trusted Marie implicitly with Jennifer and Becky, sometimes leaving 
them in her care for a day. Returning home in the evening on one occasion, they found the girls 
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playing in the front yard—Marie was nowhere to be found, a cause for great concern, again, 
because two white American girls playing outside unchaperoned could be a recipe for disaster. 
Searching the house, they found Marie locked in her room! With no inside key and bars on the 
window, she was a prisoner in her own space. Brian said, “Somehow…the girls had locked her 
in. They were quite active and sometimes a handful—Linda encouraged their creativity.” 
Needless to say, Marie was quite upset.  
Marie was a good cook and frequently treated the Petermans to Jamaican dishes, such as 
the national dish of ackee and salt fish. Ackee is a fruit that grows on trees, but it must be picked 
directly from the tree only when it begins to open naturally; otherwise, it is poisonous. Knowing 
where to purchase ackee is vital—a matter of sickness or health. The salt fish is not native to 
Jamaica; it is actually salted cod from the northern Atlantic. The combination of the two makes 
for a tasty breakfast dish—especially when it is seasoned with Scotch bonnet, a local hot pepper. 
Linda was also a good cook, and she experimented with Jamaican dishes, continuing to make 
them after they returned to the States. 
Marie was an expert at preparing breadfruit, a nutritious and starchy melon that grows on 
trees. Weighing between two and five pounds, it had been considered an excellent food source 
for African slaves on the Caribbean plantations.8 Marie would roast it directly on the grill, add 
just the right spices, and make a pie that tasted very like apple pie. She also made a juice that was 
reported to offer relaxation by squeezing a sour sop (another tropical tree-growing fruit). Its 
intended effect was lost on Brian.  
                                                 





Brian and Linda supplemented Marie’s salary with clothing, food, household items they 
didn’t use, and some medications. When the Petermans left Jamaica, they gave her Linda’s 
sewing machine and paid for sewing lessons in order to provide her with a skill that would 
augment her income. 
Some of their groceries were staples from the Embassy store. The Petermans paid a 
membership fee and then paid additionally for their purchases; the best deals of all were for 
liquor, because it was tax-free. In addition, the Department of Defense would fill a monthly 
grocery order from the military commissary in the U.S. and then fly the supplies to Jamaica. The 
arrival of familiar food stuffs was a social event! The staff would meet the plane on the tarmac at 
Kingston Airport, collect their food (including frozen items packed in dry ice), go through the 
hassle of customs, and then take everything to one house to be distributed to the families. The 
Americans had been given extra freezers to store milk and other perishable foods that brought 
the taste of home—a welcome boost to their morale.  
Granville was the gardener who came to the house weekly to cut the grass and to care for 
the lush vegetation for which he preferred his machete to the mower. He was an uneducated, but 
intelligent, man who taught Brian a great deal about Jamaica and its culture. Joining the family 
for dinner after a day’s work was a time for chatting and learning about the hard-working people 
of Jamaica and their frustration at the lack of opportunities to improve their lives. 
***** 
Jamaica was not a friendly place, and with crime so high and poverty so extreme, 
building neighborhood relationships was difficult and impractical. Everyone had high fences, 
and sometimes guard dogs, around their property for protection. The Petermans didn’t live in a 
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gated community, but like most other residents, they had a gate on the driveway which was 
always closed in order to protect the house from intruders and roaming cattle. 
The local dialect in Jamaica was also a deterrent to building relationships. It is patois, a 
mix of English and local slang with some African influence. Marie helped the Petermans learn 
some patois, and in time, they developed an ear for daily language. The girls picked up 
understanding quickly, as children are wont to do. But, speaking patois is a whole other issue, a 
skill that none of the Petermans was able to accomplish. 
Brian explained that Jamaicans put an “h” in front of some words, so for example, “eggs” 
would be “heggs.” This caused confusion later when the J.D.F. requested some military 
equipment to be “hollive” green. “Hollive” was then incorrectly interpreted as “holly green.” 
When the equipment arrived, sure enough, it was a bright holly green—not olive. Everything had 
to be sent back for repainting. 
*****  
In the summer of 1983, Brian’s parents arrived to stay with Jennifer and Becky while 
Brian and Linda went to Haiti with another couple for a vacation, after getting the okay from the 
Embassy for safe travel. They visited the small island nation during the last few years of the 
destructive and dangerous Duvalier (Baby Doc) regime, which drove the country into corruption, 
terror, and devastating poverty. But Brian was intrigued by Haiti, partly because the U.S. Coast 
Guard had a presence there, and visiting helped him understand the challenges the Coast Guard 
faced in controlling the flow of illegal Haitian migrants and drugs to the U.S. He gained a 
historical perspective that was to enhance his future tour as the Seventh District Commander, 
which required several visits to Haiti. Ultimately, it was the U.S. Coast Guard’s training program 
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with the Haitian Coast Guard that made it one of the only credible organizations in Haiti, most 
noticeable when, years later, President Jean-Bertrand Aristede left the country in chaos. 
 Francois “Papa Doc” Duvalier came into power in Haiti in 1957 after a democratic 
election on a Populist platform. Previously the Minister of Health, Duvalier had established his 
reputation by his campaign against yaws, a bacterial eye disease of the tropics that was usually 
contracted during childhood, possibly leading to facial deformities later in life.  
 After an attempted coup against him in 1958, Duvalier rewrote the Haitian constitution 
to create himself President for Life. He disbanded all law-enforcement agencies including the 
army; he executed high-ranking generals; and he formed an infamous, private paramilitary force 
completely loyalty to him, and in the process terrorized his people. The official name of this 
henchmen force was the Milice de Voluntaires de la Sécurité Nationale (MSVN), the Militia of 
National Security Volunteers, more commonly called the Tonton Macoute. In Haitian Creole 
mythology, the Tonton Macoute (translated “Uncle Gunnysack”)9 is a nocturnal bogeyman who 
roams the streets at night looking for children who are out too late. He would kidnap them and 
toss them into his gunnysack, never to be seen again. And that is precisely what the MSVN did, 
except that they kidnapped and disposed of those who spoke out against the Duvalier regime; in 
contrast, any crimes the MSVN committed were granted automatic amnesty.  
After Duvalier’s death in 1971, son Jean-Claude “Baby Doc” Duvalier succeeded him as 
President for Life. Then, after Jean-Claude’s fall from power in 1986, some of the members of 
the MSVN participated in rebel actions during Haiti’s well-known political turmoil, which lasted 
until 2000 when U.S. military forces intervened. 
                                                 




The Petermans had not expected to be vacationing in what was clearly a third-world 
country. They were accustomed to the poverty in Jamaica, but nothing prepared them for the 
conditions in Haiti. The U.S. Embassy in Haiti arranged for armed guards to accompany them at 
all times. The guards followed discreetly until the street vendors began to harass the Petermans 
longer than usual, at which time they went into action, whisking away the higglers (street 
vendors). Brian and Linda and their friends were able to visit the casinos (a paradox amid such 
poverty), shop for primitive art, and sightsee. 
Vacationing and sightseeing in Jamaica were much more relaxing. Montego Bay was too 
far and too full of tourists, so they didn’t spend much time there. They visited Dunn’s River 
Falls, a fun, but touristy destination. Few tourists, however, knew about beautiful Reach Falls on 
the eastern end of the island where one treks back into a forest to find the falls—perfect for 
swimming. They made a special visit to Ocho Rios for the express purpose of scratching the itch 
for some American food at the only Burger King in Jamaica at the time.  
Perhaps the Petermans’ favorite place to visit was Frenchman’s Cove. Before a hurricane 
severely damaged the resort, it was well known internationally, and many of the rich and famous 
spent time there. The Petermans stayed in a cottage that had a guestbook signed by such notables 
as Johnny Carson. But, even with the deterioration of the resort, the natural beauty was, 
according to Brian, awe inspiring. A fresh-water stream flowed into the cove, creating breaking 
waves on a pristine beach where food and drinks were served to make it the height of 
relaxation—pure paradise. 
***** 
U.S. Invasion of Grenada: Operation Urgent Fury: October 25, 1983 
 The Petermans’ lives changed considerably when the U.S. invaded Grenada,   
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a Caribbean island no bigger than Martha’s Vineyard. The invasion ended Grenada’s four-year 
experiment with socialism, and Ronald Reagan’s decision to replace the government with one 
that was friendlier to the U.S. was overwhelmingly popular. 
 Grenada is a tiny island nation of 133 square miles in the Eastern Caribbean—a part of 
the Windward chain. It is populated predominantly by descendents of African slaves. The 
original inhabitants were the Carib Indians, who were wiped out during the early stages of 
colonialism. Receiving independence from Britain in 1974, Grenada was ruled by Prime Minister 
Sir Eric Gairy, a despot with eccentric tendencies. His interests in the occult, flying saucers, and 
extra-terrestrial communication gained notoriety, along with his murderous secret police, the 
Mongoose Squad. 
 In a nearly bloodless coup on March 13, 1979, Maurice Bishop and the New Jewel 
Movement seized power and imposed an ambitious socialist program establishing a People’s 
Revolutionary Government (P.R.G.). This Marxist-Leninist government “established close ties 
with Cuba, the Soviet Union, and other Communist Bloc countries.”10 But, the charismatic 
Bishop was popular as he led Grenada into four years of prosperity: the country saw a drop in 
unemployment, while the majority of Caribbean nations were suffering with the global recession. 
The government created an agri-industrial base, which led to a reduction of food imports at a 
time when market prices for agricultural products were collapsing worldwide; the high rate of 
literacy grew even higher; and free health care and a secondary education were established, as 
well as many other improvements in housing, tourism, infrastructure, and fishing. 
 The American progressive community saw the Grenadian government’s so-called 
revolution, one with openness to decentralization and related technologies, as welcome territory 
                                                 




for small-scale entrepreneurs to develop enterprises alongside those who preferred a more 
traditional, capital-intensive model. Bishop’s movement was geographically convenient, carried 
out by English speaking people, and it was influenced more by Black Power and New Left 
politics than by Soviet-style communism (such as with the New Jewel Movement). Efforts such 
as the development of parish and zonal councils and mass organizations insured some level of 
grassroots democracy. The government appeared to be interested in developing popular 
socialism, an ideology centered between Communism and social democracy (the peaceful and 
evolutionary transition from capitalism to socialism). 
However, Bishop never held the free elections he had initially promised. The opposition 
newspaper was repressed; political prisoners were taken; and some human rights violations 
occurred, although not to a level as egregious as in other nations during this time. Bishop largely 
supported Soviet policy, including the invasion of Afghanistan. Grenada had close ties with 
Cuba, while at the same time maintaining good relations with Western European nations, 
Venezuela, Mexico, and Canada. 
The United States had wanted to overthrow the hardcore, communist New Jewel 
Movement, which had heretofore supported Bishop. Following the revolution in 1979, President 
Carter had given asylum to exiled Prime Minister Gairy, who in turn used the U.S. as a base for 
anti-government radio broadcasts. When the U.S. denied aid for military defense and offered 
only limited economic aid, Bishop turned to Cuba for assistance. The Carter administration then 
openly discouraged tourism, forbade emergency relief aid, and refused recognition of Grenada’s 
ambassador. 
When Reagan assumed office, American hostilities continued to accelerate. Aid offered 
by the World and Caribbean Development Banks was blocked; aid from the International 
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Monetary Fund was restricted; and participation by Grenada was not even considered in the 
Caribbean Basin Initiative. In June of 1983, Bishop visited the U.S. but was received only by 
National Security Adviser William Clark.  
In just four short months, the New Jewel Movement, along with other hard-core Marxist-
Leninists, rose up against Bishop in a coup on October 19, 1983 and placed him and other 
leaders under arrest, spurring protests and a nationwide general strike. The protesters liberated 
Bishop at the cost of army troops massacring dozens of protesters, two cabinet members, and 
Bishop himself. President Reagan believed that Cuba was behind the coup; however, Fidel 
Castro condemned the coup and the killings and declared a day of mourning for Bishop.  
With the ensuing breakdown in civil order, the Governor-General of Grenada and the 
Organization of Eastern Caribbean States (O.E.C.S.) requested that the U.S. government provide 
military support to oust the P.R.G., protect U.S. citizens residing on the island, and restore the 
lawful government.  
On the morning of October 25, 1983, the U.S. invaded Grenada along with coalition 
forces made up of the J.D.F., Barbados Defense Force, and paramilitary (police) forces from 
other Caribbean nations, ousting the government and taking full control of the country within 
three days. Immediately after the cessation of hostilities, the J.D.F. assumed the role of 
peacekeepers under the Caribbean Peacekeeping Force, maintaining a unit of about 150 soldiers 
in Grenada.  
***** 
The U.S. considered events in Grenada a threat to national security and, acting on long-
established doctrine, took action to eliminate that threat, garnering the approval of nearly two 
thirds of Americans, along with congressional bipartisan support. Only 40 hours before the 
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invasion, U.S. navy ship commanders were given their mission: “evacuate U.S. citizens, 
neutralize resistance, stabilize the situation and maintain the peace.”11 Prior to the operation, 
Navy Sea Air Land forces (SEALS, the elite Special Operations forces of the U.S. Navy, one of 
the most respected commando forces in the world) were airdropped near St. Georges to secure 
the safety of the radio station and the Governor-General, who was being held by opposing forces 
in the governor’s mansion. To facilitate the operation and ensure success, the island was divided 
in half with the Marines covering the northern half of the island and the Army Rangers covering 
the southern half and focusing on the unfinished runway at Point Salines. The 22nd Marine 
Amphibious Unit was diverted to Grenada while en route to Lebanon.  
The Caribbean nations that shared the concerns of the U.S. also took an active role in 
restoring peace and democracy. A force of 300 troops from the O.E.C.S. was employed and used 
only for policing tasks in the areas already secured by U.S. forces.  
Many believe that Grenada was an example to other poor Caribbean states to think twice 
about following a socialist model. The invasion also served as a warning to the leftist Sandinista 
government in Nicaragua. Brian’s assessment of the invasion was that the threat to American 
lives in Grenada was genuine, and that the geostrategic location of a potential Soviet MIG fighter 
base that could control critical sea lines of communication was a threat to our national security. 
He believes that the Monday morning quarterbacking that occurred regarding the legality or 
righteousness of the invasion was muddled by post-Cold War thinking. In the context of the 
time, it was the right thing to do, and democracy was restored in a small island nation in the 
Caribbean.  
                                                 




According to public opinion polls, President Reagan enjoyed a surge in popularity after 
the invasion. He had widespread bipartisan support, which included Democratic Party leadership, 
and many on both sides believed the easy victory helped sooth American emotions only two days 
after the deadly attack against U.S. forces in Lebanon and eight years after Vietnam.  
Prior to the invasion, Brian explained that the U.S. military services did not work well 
together. This fact led to the U.S. Congress passing the Goldwater-Nichols Act, which forced the 
services to cooperate, work together, and support one another. By reorganizing, training in 
jointness (a term used for the coordination and integrated work between all five U.S. military 
services), and talking about building their work forces in order to combine and share power in a 
better way, Grenada was the catalyst that brought about historical changes in all branches of the 
U.S. military. Brian’s significant contributions with the J.D.F. in Jamaica before, during, and 
after the invasion of Grenada helped bring about those changes. 
***** 
In remembering the time immediately after the invasion, Hightower explains that: 
After the invasion, the U.S. Embassy Kingston staff and their families were told to 
maintain a low profile and be extra cautious in the event that there was a negative or 
violent reaction to the invasion among the Jamaican populace. As it turned out, those 
concerns were unfounded [because] the vast majority of Jamaicans were in favor of both 
Jamaica’s and the J.D.F.’s participation in the invasion, most particularly the J.D.F.’s role 
in the peacekeeping mission in Grenada following the invasion. There were no threats or 




For a three- to four-week period, the families would often congregate during the day at Brian’s 
house staying near a room that had no external windows. Internal bars were closed in the 
hallways to prevent intruders from entering the living room and bedrooms. The families 
remained unharmed, but subsequent bombings of American embassies in a few South American 
countries were attributed to Castro proving that he was serious with his threats of doing harm to 
those whom he thought responsible for the invasion. 
After Grenada, Brian’s, Steve Hightower’s and Al Mollette’s jobs got tougher. 
Continuing to manage their regular programs, they received a new stream of money for J.D.F. 
equipment and training that had to be quickly put into place. They supported the monthly troop 
rotation of J.D.F. soldiers to and from Grenada on U.S. aircraft, and Brian describes the process: 
The day before they deployed, they would bring all of the equipment to the airport, and 
we would load it on aircraft pallets. I became expert at packing those pallets and rigging 
cargo nets over them to keep them secure. The troops would arrive by truck the day of 
departure, and when the C-141 Air Force plane arrived, we would direct the ground taxi 
of this huge aircraft into the tight JDF airport ramp. We loaded the troops and equipment 
and then taxied them out for departure. The returning troops would arrive, we would 
unload pallets, and the whole process would start all over again. This experience taught 
me a lot about Department of Defense aviation. 
About a month and a half after the invasion, Steve and Brian went to Grenada to see how the 
troops were doing. They stayed in a nice hotel, but Brian remembers feeling uneasy at hearing 
loud explosions, knowing that pockets of resistance were still active. They later discovered that 
U.S. troops were destroying unexploded ordnance from the invasion. As they drove around the 
city on one occasion, they came upon a small bus with a male passenger in the back with his arm 
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hanging out of the window and pistol in hand. Steve also had a pistol, but because he was 
driving, he handed over his weapon to Brian. The bus stopped, and Steve jumped out and 
grabbed the gun from the man’s hand while Brian covered him. The weapon in question was a 
toy; the young man had been so impressed by the U.S. military with guns that he thought it 
would be cool to have his own gun.  
***** 
Post-Invasion Duties 
After Urgent Fury and because of Jamaica’s lead role in supporting the U.S. 
peacekeeping operation, the focus of Brian, Steve, and Al’s work with the M.L.O. quickly 
changed from supporting day-to-day counter narcotics operations to supporting the J.D.F. 
peacekeeping operations in Grenada. Steve focused on Grenada, while Brian carried the 
operations of running everything else in Jamaica, which Steve said he did quite well. Because of 
the assistance and support of Brian’s work with the J.D.F., the subsequent election of 1983 in 
Kingston occurred without serious incident. Afterward, he was able to shift his work to assist 
Steve in supporting the Jamaican C.P.F. efforts in Grenada. Brian explains their activities: 
In working with the J.D.F., we compiled a long list of equipment and ammunition the 
forces would need to support their effort. The list was vetted in the U.S. Departments of 
State and Defense to process the order and supply the approved items. We also arranged 
to have their men and equipment flown to Grenada on U.S. military aircraft. Our office 
handled approximately six to eight flights per month that rotated troops and equipment. 
Again, I packed cargo pallets for aircraft and served as a ground guide for taxiing aircraft. 
An Army Green Beret team came in to provide peacekeeping training to the J.D.F. for 
their peacekeeping role. So, we supported the Berets, as well, and while visiting their 
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training site, we got to throw live grenades and fire M-60 machine guns from the hip. I 
felt like Rambo.  
Even though the J.D.F. had been able to restore enough order for polling stations to remain open 
in the hotly contested election in 1980, the force was now weak and somewhat disorganized, 
causing concern about controlling crowds in the upcoming election. One third of the J.D.F. 
troops remained in Grenada for peacekeeping operations, but the promised U.S. replacement 
equipment in the way of uniforms, materiel, and communications had not yet arrived.  
On November 25, 1983, Prime Minister Seaga surprisingly announced that there would 
be a national election to be held on December 15, 1983, just three weeks away. He was eager to 
take advantage of the huge popularity he had generated as a result of his support for the 
liberation of Grenada. Brian and his group quickly realized the danger of this decision. The 
J.D.F. had effectively saved the 1980 elections, assuring the continuation of democracy in 
Jamaica, but the force was now ill-prepared to meet the same level of violence, should it occur.  
With a hard push for the deadline, Brian and his group worked with the State Department 
and the Department of Defense to get the equipment delivered. Several C-130 cargo planes 
arrived in Kingston and were unloaded within 24 hours; forces were trained on equipment in 
time for deployment to the streets. The J.D.F. ensured the election went off smoothly, and the 
Seaga government was reelected.  
***** 
Reflections 
Steve Hightower talks about the personal side of this tour: “My wife and I have always 
cherished our time in Jamaica, not because of the work, but because of the friends we made and 
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the challenges we overcame as a group. It was exciting to follow Brian’s career after Jamaica, 
because we were heartened to see a truly good man succeed.” 
Brian reflects on his tour in Jamaica with mixed, but generally positive, feelings. It was 
his first time as a Coast Guard officer working outside the boundaries of the Coast Guard, an 
experience he describes as a real eye-opener. “Finding out how our nation did overseas 
diplomacy was like seeing sausage being made; it’s an ugly process, but the end product is 
usually pretty good.”   
The family set out from Alaska with preconceived notions and certain expectations about 
living in the Caribbean—some of which were real and some of which were surprises. And it is 
those surprises that helped them all grow in character as they learned to deal with tropical illness, 
danger in the streets, high levels of security within their home, and life in a new culture so 
different from their own—things one doesn’t typically expect in an English-speaking country. 
Brian made some lifelong friendships in Jamaica. He attended several change-of-
command ceremonies for Hardly Lewin, the most senior man in the J.D.F., who was entering 
civilian life as the Commissioner of Police as a result of his excellent management skills and 
integrity. Brian talked about his experiences returning to Jamaica for some of these events: 
Many of the places where I have been stationed, particularly as I became more senior, my 
status in the community was established simply because of my position in the Coast 
Guard. People wanted to be friendly because I had something to offer. Many times, Coast 
Guard folks think they can go back to these communities and have the same status they 
enjoyed while serving, but what they often find is that people aren’t as supportive, or 
willing, to reach out without the status. Doors don’t open as quickly, and folks are not as 
friendly overall as before. Contrary to the cliché, you can never go back, Jamaica is one 
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of the few places I found that I could go back and feel as though I had never left. I met 
with friends and colleagues whom I hadn’t seen for decades, and we would continue as if 
it had only been yesterday since we last met. That makes Jamaica a remarkable place for 
me. 
The people at the embassy had become second family. Linda Peterman and Cheryl Hightower 
sponsored the embassy Girl Scout troop and arranged many activities including camping trips. 
The highlight for the troop was marching in a welcome parade for England’s Queen Elizabeth 
(Queen of Jamaica, as Jamaica is part of the British Commonwealth); they were seated quite near 
her during the festivities in the stadium. Another brush with royalty came with an invitation to an 
official function on the British aircraft carrier, Invincible, when the ship visited Jamaica on her 
way home from the Falklands War. Linda was smitten by Prince Andrew when she shook his 
hand and vowed never to wash that hand again. 
 Brian learned a great deal professionally during this tour. He saw firsthand how an 
embassy and all its related agencies functions; he learned about military assistance programs, 
how our military manages a small war, how a non-U.S. military works (particularly based on the 
British system), how to work with other militaries and their assistance programs (in particular, 
coordinating with the British and Canadians during Grenada), and how to survive without the 
direct support of the Coast Guard (since he was essentially incognito when he was assigned away 
from the service). Last, he learned that the U.S. way is not always the right way for other 
militaries. 
 There is no question that the security situation made life difficult for Linda and the girls, 
and this is Brian’s only major regret in taking the assignment in Jamaica. He had his job and 
colleagues to keep him busy; he was willing to take the risks because he felt safe working with 
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the J.D.F., an organization he considered to be the best in Jamaica. But he wishes his family 
hadn’t had to live under so many threats to their safety. Linda had to face beggars and street 
merchants, negotiate domestic business in patois, work with the schools and hired help, and deal 
with unexpected and sometimes long-term utility outages. She was tired of the effort needed to 
run the household and care for the girls’ safety on a daily basis; she was ready to leave. But 
through it all, they became stronger and more self-sufficient people, appreciative of each other 
and their family unit. Brian said, “The net result was an outstanding experience.” 
***** 
In June of 1984, the Petermans left Jamaica for their next tour back to Alaska, this time in 
Sitka. They visited family in Pennsylvania and then drove their new Jeep Cherokee across the 





Chapter Five  
Captain, USCGC CAMPBELL 
After completing a two-year tour in Germany, the Petermans headed back to the States 
where Brian began his next assignment as Captain of the USCGC Campbell, home ported in 
New Bedford, Massachusetts. He and Linda discussed the impact the months-long separations 
would mean to the family while Brian was at sea, but they also agreed that serving the country 
with the missions of the Campbell were worthy of their being apart. In addition, from a career 
perspective, Brain had aspired to becoming the captain of his own ship. 
 Arriving stateside, they found a wonderful and unique house on fifteen acres of wooded 
land that was built by an English ship’s carpenter in Westport only ten minutes’ drive to the 
beach. From the master bedroom and living room, they had a lovely view of the Westport River 
and of the large dairy farm adjacent to their property. The house itself had some unique and 
special touches that were reflective of the Englishman’s craft. The TV room had a beautiful 
wood wet-bar that could provide the girls and their friends with sodas and fruit drinks as well as 
the usual adult libations; the room also had large windows that opened to the woods. Brian set up 
a spacious woodworking shop in the basement where he made simple furniture in his rare time 
off—a few New England rockers, some occasional tables, and the like. They loved that house. 
Brian and Linda had sent the girls to their grandparents while they settled in. Rocking on 
the porch and enjoying the dusk one evening, they heard a rustling in the trees, a whooshing 
sound, and the unmistakable chatter and laughter of partygoers. Knowing they were alone on 
fifteen acres of woods, they were astonished to look up and see a hot-air balloon floating about 
two hundred feet directly above. The field of the old dairy farm was the site for a commercial 
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hot-air balloon sightseeing organization. Brian said, “It was almost like they were sitting with 
us—it was something to see. We loved it.”  
When Jennifer and Becky arrived, Linda and the girls were eager to get a puppy; the 
homestead was the perfect setting for a dog. Brian resisted, but he couldn’t stand up to the 
pleading of three females. An advertisement in the local paper led them to Zack, the runt of a 
litter of yellow-lab-and-golden-retriever puppies. “Linda was right,” Brian says. “Zack was a 
wonderful addition to our family. He was a runt with a big attitude, and he provided great 
company for the girls while I was away. When I was home, I loved taking him for walks in the 
woods around our home.”  
Brian expected the dog to be a good swimmer with his retriever background, but Zack 
seemed to avoid the river by their property. One day while walking Zack along the river without 
the girls, Brian decided to test the pup’s mettle. He gave Zack a gentle boot into the river and 
said, “The surprised look on his face was priceless! He worked hard to scramble up the bank as 
fast as he could, but from that point on, he loved the water. We had a hard time keeping him out 
of it.”  
While exploring their property one day, the Petermans found an old, overgrown cemetery 
that dated back at least a century. It was not unusual for New Englanders prior to the 20th century 
to bury family members on their properties, rather than in church cemeteries. The surrounding 
stone wall was crumbing; saplings were growing unchecked among the graves and headstones, 
and weeds and underbrush had taken over the site. The whole family made a project of cleaning 
up the growth, repairing the wall, and polishing the headstones. Honoring the residents of the 




Brian’s new tour was commanding the USCGC Campbell (WMEC-909), commissioned 
on August 19, 1988, part of the Famous Class of cutters named after previous C.G. cutters that 
had served with distinction. (Common to the WWII era, when multiple ships of a specific type 
were built, they were classified by name, such as Liberty Ships or Victory Ships.) Brian’s ship 
was the sixth cutter to bear the name Campbell, and Brian was the second captain of this state-of-
the-art ship. The WMEC signifies the class of cutter: all Coast Guard cutters have a “W” as the 
first letter of the class which signifies Coast Guard; the acronym “MEC” stands for Medium 
Endurance Cutters, which are today 210 feet and 270 feet long;1 909 is the hull number, and the 
270 class ships were sequentially numbered from 901 through 913 as they were built. The 
Campbell is 270 feet long, has a 76 mm gun, a flight deck aft to accommodate a helicopter for 
reconnaissance and high- speed chases, and a sophisticated combat center where all the sensors, 
communications, and gun control are located. She can travel at about 20 knots, relatively fast for 
a C.G. cutter, and her complement (crew) is one hundred sailors. (High-endurance cutters are the 
Secretary Class; the newest class being built under the Deepwater Recapitalization Program is 
the Commandant Class, named after prior Commandants of the Coast Guard.) 
When the Famous Class cutters were being designed, those in charge of the budget 
restricted the money needed to build the ship. Consequently, the designers had to cut 20 feet 
from the front of the ship, making the class lively in rough seas, particularly problematic for 
those who bunked near the bow. Brian, his executive officer, and engineering officer all lived up 
front and got tossed around quite a bit, thereby dubbing their staterooms the “anti-gravity 
chambers.” They had to tuck themselves in tightly with their blankets to avoid being thrown into 
the air when the ship pitched. On those nights, sleep was a precious commodity hard to come by. 
                                                 
1 “HEC” is a High Endurance Cutter. 
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Figure 1: USCGC Campbell, Commissioned August 19, 1988; 270 ft. with a complement of 100.2 
Brian’s main missions as captain were counter narcotics for six- to eight-week 
deployments; alien migrant interdiction in the Florida Straits and around Puerto Rico; fisheries 
enforcement, including protecting blue fin tuna on the high seas; preventing fishing in closed 
areas off of New England’s George’s Bank; Search and Rescue (SAR); and boarding U.S. 
fishing vessels off the Mexican coast in the Mexican Exclusive Economic Zone that were fishing 
there without permission. (They found one boat that had painted over its “Galveston, Texas” 
homeport on the transom with grease, hoping the Coast Guard would think it was of Mexican 
registry.) Brian and his crew also prepared for military missions and spent about four weeks 
every two years undergoing extensive training with the U.S. Navy at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba.  
With such a diversity of missions, the crew was in constant training at sea and in port to 
maintain effectiveness and professionalism. The crew performed at top-notch levels, and Brian 
                                                 
2 Thiesen, W. HAtlantic area historian.  n.d. U. S. Coast Guard. Department of Homeland Security.  28 




led his men with strong leadership and operational skills, while mentoring them in seamanship 
and the lore of the sea. He explains: 
Our crew spent so much of their lives at sea, so it was important that they understood as 
much as possible about the history of sailing, the rules of navigation, and our missions—
anti-illegal migration and counter narcotics patrols. We spent an enormous amount of 
time training on landing the helicopters, fighting fires on board, and how to deal with the 
flooding of a ship. In addition, something that is required every two years is to get special 
certification from the Navy in Refresher Training in order to keep our ships and crews 
inter-operable with the Navy and meet their standards. This is vital because in time of 
war, the Coast Guard can become part of the Navy. 
The camaraderie aboard a ship is like that of no other place, according to Brian. The crew lives, 
eats, sleeps, and works together for long periods of time in a tough and stressful environment. 
Everyone relies on everyone else for safety and well-being. If anyone slacks, all suffer—slackers 
don’t last long. Being a shipmate means a bond of sacrifice and success that is shared by a select 
few. To this day, his shipmates hold a special place in his heart. 
 Brian’s primary duty as Commanding Officer was to ensure the safety of his crew and 
execute operations of the ship. Once specific crew members were trained in bridge watch and the 
ship’s movement and routine, Brian remained on call 24/7. Many nights he would be called to 
manage complex maneuvering situations that required on-the-spot assessment and action. Even 
with a hundred lives and a multimillion dollar vessel as his responsibility, Brian found the job 
rewarding and loved the challenge. 
 When doing a counterdrug patrol in the Caribbean, the Campbell crew would look for 
suspicious vessels that generally were traveling north. After running intelligence checks, a team 
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would board the vessel—anything from a sailboat to a large merchant ship—and thoroughly 
inspect the crew and the vessel. If the vessel were not U.S. flagged, the team would have to get 
permission from the appropriate flag state to board, which could take days. Inspections could 
take anywhere from a few hours to a few days, depending on the size and complexity of the 
vessel and the search. As Brian explained, “The bad guys were very good at building hidden 
compartments into their boats. We spent a lot of time trying to find them.” 
Often during patrols, a helicopter flight crew (with their helicopter) would join the crew 
and stay on board for several weeks. A healthy competition between the sailors and aviators 
stimulated great training along with bantering back and forth about who the better group was. 
Brian said:  
The airmen loved to fly and did a great job for the Coast Guard crew, but all too often, 
the helicopters would break down, creating passengers on board the Campbell with 
nothing to do. The contrast between airmen with time on their hands and sailors who 
busted their tails 24/7 was noticeable. One time when the helicopter broke down, they 
pulled it into the hanger with its rotors folded, waiting return to port for offload and 
repair. Someone on the Campbell crew caught a flying fish and put it on the helicopter 
windshield with a sign that said, “I used to fly, too!” That picture made the circuit around 
the fleet as a good dig at the aviators. 
***** 
Linda was, in Brian’s words, “a wonderful Coast Guard wife and mother.” Not only did 
she enjoy the travel the Guard provided, but as the wife of the Captain, she felt it was her 
responsibility and duty to support the families of all those on board ship. She was always willing 
to give of her time and effort to make others feel welcome. In order to facilitate a connected and 
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family-oriented place for the crew, Linda organized many social activities, such as picnics and 
games for the families, and she did so generously. Brian said, “I came to learn later how much 
the crew appreciated her, her dedication, and all she did for their families.” One particularly 
memorable activity was a large picnic on the Peterman’s property while the ship was on patrol. 
Linda was on hand to make a video of the occasion to send to the Campbell crew. Brian said the 
video was a huge hit with the sailors; they were touched and impressed, endearing Linda to them.  
The cutter normally spent two months at sea followed by two months in port for 
maintenance, training, and rest for the crew. Toward the end of his first year of the tour and with 
a two-month patrol in the Caribbean nearly behind them, the Campbell again headed toward 
home. But, this trip home was delayed by Hurricane Bob. According to the weather service, Bob 
began as a tropical cyclone southeast of Bermuda on August 12, 1991.3 Its convection increased 
as it moved southwest and west, and by the 15th, it was a few hundred miles east of the Bahamas 
where it turned west and west-northwest, developing into a hurricane. As it traveled north it 
accelerated into a Category 3 hurricane, and by the time it reached the outer banks of North 
Carolina, Brian got the call to search for a missing sailboat traveling from South Carolina to New 
York. Three people were on board, including a pregnant woman. After six days of searching, the 
Campbell located them alive on a raft at sea. They had survived the hurricane, but they were in 
sore need of medical attention when a U. S. Navy ship took them aboard. With their assignment 
completed successfully, the Campbell crew headed for home with the satisfaction of knowing 
they had just saved three lives. This life-saving mission was later made into a television movie in 
1991. 
                                                 
3 Hurricane Bob. n.a. Geocities.com. 19 August 1991. Web. Accessed 18 June 2009. 
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Hurricane Bob, Brian discovered, had made landfall as a Category 2 storm, dumping 
nearly six inches of rain within five hours in Maine. Westport was not immune to the damage of 
high winds and rain, and Bob essentially passed directly over the top of the Petermans’ Westport 
home. Phone lines were down and the power was out, which meant no water for days for Linda 
and the girls because the electric well-pump was knocked out of commission. They were 
stranded in the woods in the dark with downed trees completely obstructing the driveway. After 
several days of harsh living conditions, Linda packed up the kids and Zack into the van and 
drove across their property and through the woods to the adjacent property and the road, heading 
down to Pennsylvania to stay with her parents. They had a warm reunion and were happy to be 
safe with all the comforts of home. 
Communication at sea in 1991 wasn’t as sophisticated as it is today. The crew did not 
have cell phones and email on board, so any contact with families was done only as needed 
through an ombudsman and phone tree. “I saw this as a good thing,” said Brian, “because my 
crew wasn’t distracted by the mundane affairs of home, and the families had to learn to sort 
things out on their own, causing them to become more independent than they might have been 
before. If there was a big emergency, we would be contacted by radiotelephone.”  
Once Brian was able to communicate, he learned about the hurricane damage at home. To 
use the word “deadly” is not an exaggeration. One account states that Bob was responsible for 
seventeen deaths; another account reports eighteen. The damage was assessed at $1.5 billion.4 
As the Campbell steamed for New Bedford, Brian learned that his family and those of the crew 
were all safe.  Once in home port, he talked with his family in Pennsylvania and then spent a few 
days with a chain saw clearing the property of fallen trees. As soon as the drive was cleared, 
                                                 




Brian hopped a train for the six-hour ride to Penn Station in Philadelphia to rendezvous with 
Linda and the girls. Everyone was there to meet him at the top of the escalator in the main 
terminal—Linda, the kids, the in-laws, Peg and Al—Zack waited at home. It was about a forty-
minute drive back to the house on a hot and muggy August night in Pennsylvania.  
Their first evening together was full of sharing all their news. Linda related the difficult 
time she’d spent in the house isolated from the world with no power or water for days. The kids 
talked about what they’d been doing for the previous few months while Brian was at sea, 
including the usual summer activities kids enjoy at their grandparents, and the in-laws chatted 
about their lives. Brian told them about the hurricane, the successful search for three lost at sea, 
and of his work at home clearing the property for their return home. They then discussed what to 
do next. It was Labor Day weekend, and the girls had to get back to Westport for school. They 
decided it was necessary to head home early that weekend to avoid the holiday traffic. 
Donna (Linda’s sister) and her husband had bought the house next door to her parents, 
Peg and Al—her grandfather’s old house. It made for a convenient living arrangement for family 
as it was close but private. Donna and her husband had gone to the  mountains for the holiday 
weekend, so Brian and Linda decided to sleep there, while the kids stayed with Peg and Al next 
door for their last night in Pennsylvania. After over two months of separation and hurricane 
trials, Brian and Linda were so relieved it was all over; it felt so good to be a family again. Brian 
says, “There was nothing terribly special about that night. We heaved a sigh of relief to have the 
past two months behind us, and we went to sleep.” 
The next morning, Brian awoke at his usual early morning time—about six a.m. As 
always, he sat up and looked over at Linda, but this time something stopped him. She was lying 
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on her back, as white as the sheets on the bed, and not breathing. He reached over to touch her—
she was ice cold. Linda was dead. 
***** 
 “Shall I do CPR?  Can I save her?” he thought, but he answered himself: “No, it’s too 
late.” He sat for a few moments trying to grasp what had happened. It was surreal—it was 
unbelievable. And then, “How can I tell the girls that their mother died in her sleep? How can I 
tell them their mother is dead?” After a few moments of feeling frozen in time, his years of 
training for times of danger and stress took hold as he collected his thoughts: “She isn’t with us 
anymore.” 
Brian picked up the phone and called his in-laws next door. “Peg, can you come over?” 
He hung up, quickly dressed, and met his mother-in-law outside between the two houses. “Linda 
died last night.” Peg rushed inside, crying that she had to see for herself. She broke down in 
tears, cradling her daughter and stroking her hair. Brian has no recollection of telling Al what 
happened. 
Staying focused on the next course of action, Brian called 911 requesting that the team 
not use sirens. Linda was already dead, and his daughters were as yet unaware of what had 
happened. Peg stayed with Linda while Brian went back next door to wake Jennifer and Becky. 
The house had no air conditioning, and the August heat and humidity was oppressive. He told 
them to get up and go with him down into the basement-level recreation room where it was 
cool—he had something important to tell them. The girls sat together at one end of the sofa, and 
Brian sat at the other end facing them:  
I told the girls that their mother was no longer with us—that for some unknown reason, 
she had died in her sleep. Becky cried and ran to her room. Her response did not surprise 
61 
 
me because she tended to be an emotional girl. I knew she needed to be alone. Jennifer, 
always pensive, stayed with me and we talked, holding each other and crying. 
***** 
Coroners don’t work on weekends, let alone on holiday weekends. But, the police do 
work, and the officers wasted no time questioning the family, and then Brian, as a possible 
suspect; he understood that they had to do their work. Linda was only 41, and the investigation 
had yet to reveal natural causes. But, what he did find troubling was that the initial autopsy 
report would not be released for at least five days from the time of her death because of the 
holiday weekend. The pathology report took even longer. Until that time, Linda’s body was not 
released for burial—the family could make no plans for her funeral. Perhaps that was merciful 
because no one had prepared for her death in any way. Brian had to find a burial plot in addition 
to making all other arrangements. He decided then to purchase his own plot and plots for others 
in the family. 
His first thought was to have her cremated. He thought if they had Linda’s ashes, he and 
the girls would be able to continue traveling with the Coast Guard and bring her remains with 
them. But Peg and Al were strict Russian Orthodox observers, and cremation was against their 
beliefs. So, to honor their wishes, Brian did not choose cremation, and, he says, ultimately, that 
became his decision, as well.  
***** 
The autopsy revealed a hardened heart caused most likely, the doctor believed, by a virus 
of an unknown source. Brian’s mind flew back to the serious case of the chicken-pox Linda had 
had in Germany, but no doctor could confirm that as the cause. Not satisfied with the autopsy 
report and subsequent explanation by the coroner, Brian consulted with a cardiologist who 
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explained in more detail the condition described in the autopsy. The doctor told Brian that had 
Linda and he known about her condition, the gradual degeneration of her heart—the slowing 
and weakening of her heart’s ability to pump, she would have been a candidate for a heart 
transplant—the only chance for her survival. No one knew she was sick, not even Linda. Brian 
remembers: 
We loved to walk, but for three or four months before I went to sea, Linda had been 
complaining about fatigue, and we’d had to slow our pace. She also noticed some 
unexplained weight gain. She hadn’t changed her eating habits, so we both thought 
perhaps it was the onset of early menopause. I encouraged her to go to the doctor, but in 
her opinion, it wasn’t anything serious to enough to warrant a doctor. Our busy lives got 
in the way of something we should have done—something that didn’t seem urgent 
enough to address at the time.  
She simply died. Perhaps the turmoil of the past few weeks from the hurricane kept her 
preoccupied from thinking or worrying about her symptoms; perhaps knowing that she was the 
head of the family while Brian was at sea overrode any considerations of fatigue. In 1991, the 
issue of women at risk of heart disease was only just coming to the forefront of medical research, 
but since that time, a great deal more research and attention have been made public about the 
symptoms of heart disease in women. Because genetics likely played a clear and frightening role 
in Linda’s premature death, Brian is grateful for the strides in women’s health for the sake of his 
daughters and the other women in his family. Peg had bypass surgery sometime afterward, and 
many of Linda’s relatives have had heart disease or have died because of it.    
Brian considered the implications of what a transplant would have meant for him and his 
family, and he states unequivocally that he wishes they’d had the chance to endure it because 
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they would have had more time with Linda. They would have gone through it together, and as 
with every other family activity they did, they would have grown closer.  
Sarah Scales, acute-care nurse practitioner at Duke University Medical Center, whose 
specialty is surgical acute-care patients, sees many heart illnesses, including hardening of the 
heart. She explained that many factors can cause the heart to lose its elasticity resulting in a 
slowing and weakening of the pumping. She confirmed Brian’s cardiologist’s assessment that 
“without a heart transplant, ultimately, there is no hope for a patient with this condition to 
survive.” 
***** 
The Petermans held Linda’s funeral in Pennsylvania where she grew up and graduated 
from college and where her parents and sister continued to live. But the service wasn’t final 
closure for Brian and the girls. When they returned home to Westport, families of the crew of the 
Campbell had piled the front porch high with groceries. The crew prepared a memorial for Linda 
at the Coast Guard chapel at Otis Air Force Base on Cape Cod to express how much they loved 
her and all she did for the sailors under Brian’s command. Brian says that day was the most 
difficult of all: “We had to grieve all over again when it was still so raw.”  
After family, it was high-school friend Irene King whom Brian called the day Linda died. 
She was stunned and saddened by the news. Irene offered to go to Westport when Brian and the 
girls returned home because she could only guess what it would be like for them to walk in the 
door for the first time without Linda. By the time Irene could make the arrangements to leave her 
own family, nearly four months had passed, and it was Christmas. She knew that the first 
Christmas without their beloved mom and wife would be devastating to bear. Rather than act as a 
mother, doing all the typical duties like errands, shopping, and carting the girls around (although 
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she did some of that), Irene provided loving arms and open ears to Brian and the girls. Brian said 
it was amazing that she gave up her own family time to be with them, but he is quick to add that 
it was a time of grieving and healing with lots of tears, hugs, and talks. Jennifer and Becky love 
Irene, and her presence was meaningful; they will never forget what Irene did for them. 
Linda lies in a cemetery outside West Chester, Pennsylvania. Every Christmas since her 
death, Brian and the girls buy a small, live tree, decorate it simply, and place it at her headstone. 
They cherish those private moments with Linda, and Brian takes every opportunity to visit her 
gravesite and talk with her. The first six or seven years were difficult and painful, but as time 
passed, the rendezvous became more comforting and peaceful as Brian chatted with her about his 
life, their girls, and life in the Guard. Most recently, he filled the brass urn at her headstone with 
fresh flowers when he returned for the funeral of Linda’s father.  
***** 
How did he cope with the grief—how long was it before he stopped feeling the pain? 
When he looked back on that devastating time, he remembered that he had to be more concerned 
for his daughters than for himself, and he wanted to be as strong as possible for them and for 
Linda’s family. He did not have the luxury to grieve freely:  
Grief has a life of its own. It never really goes away, it just sort of melds into joyful 
memories as the years go by, which makes the grief less painful. When I grieved, I 
grieved alone. I used to drive about forty minutes to and from Rhode Island where I 
worked after the Campbell, and I often used that time to reflect and weep. It was a kind of 
self-counseling therapy that left me refreshed and ready to care for the girls when I got 




Brian said that his memory of the events surrounding Linda’s death is not complete:  
I believe a defense mechanism sends painful memories into the deepest recesses of the 
mind in order to protect us from memories that are too traumatic to remember. Over the 
years, when Jennifer and Becky and I talk about the events of that fateful Labor Day 
weekend, we remember different things. But, now I feel peaceful when I think of Linda 
and visit her gravesite. 
Another concern was that, if Brian got counseling, he feared it might negatively impact his 
ability to hold a security clearance. At the time, Brian said that the Coast Guard assignment 
process was rigid; they would most likely not take into consideration Brian’s personal situation 
by giving him time to grieve and regroup, believing that he was perfectly capable of greater 
responsibilities. He was slated for what Brian calls a “loser desk job for four years and not likely 
to be promoted to Captain.” One of the questions on the security clearance questionnaire read 
something like: “Have you received psychiatric counseling in the past five years?” The implicit 
message was that counseling was a factor (possibly negative) in adjudicating clearance. To do 
virtually any job in the Coast Guard at the commander level would require security clearance, 
and Brian did not want to risk his career. He had lost his wife, he had to care for his girls, and he 
loved his career. A few people who knew Brian well interceded on his behalf to get him an eight-
month assignment at the Naval War College, meaningful work until the next assignment season 
came around. In hindsight, Brian now thinks his fear was probably unfounded. 
But, he did seek counseling for the girls. They didn’t make progress with a therapist in 
Westport; they tried again when they moved to Yorktown, Virginia, and found someone they 
could trust. But shortly thereafter, due to a difficult pregnancy, this therapist stopped seeing 
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patients. The girls felt as though they had been left high and dry, and from that time forward, 
Brian decided not to put them through the whole process again. 
After Linda’s death, Zack became a strong connection to her. Jennifer and Becky were 
busy teens, and Brian was often home alone with Zack for his companion. The big Friday event 
of the week for them was to settle by the fire, Brian in an easy chair with a glass of wine, and 
Zack lying at his side, listening to Garrison Keillor’s Prairie Home Companion on the radio. 
Since Zack’s death in 2006, Brian looks at his dog’s face every day in a black-and-white, 4- by 
6-inch photograph that stands on his bookshelf. Zack’s head is resting on Brian’s knee while he 
is being stroked, and his face is reflective of the love and trust he had for Brian—this man’s best 
friend.  
***** 
Brian was faced with a serious decision. Now that he was a single parent of two teen 
daughters who would need his physical presence more than ever, he made the decision to resign 
the remaining time of his tour as Commander of the Campbell. Commanding a cutter requires a 
lot of thought and focused attention. Brain stated his concern: “People can get hurt—or worse—
if the Captain doesn’t have his head in the game.” He was now grieving for the loss of his wife 
and his crew. They were like a second family to him—one that he had nurtured, trained, and 
protected for a year, but he knew it was the right decision. He explains why this was such a 
difficult and major decision: 
Every officer aspires to a command, and it is a highly competitive evolution to get one. A 
command-afloat board reviews the records of all those who might be eligible by 
experience for ship command. They then pick a small pool of the best qualified 
candidates for the assignment officers to match to the ships.  I had competed successfully 
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and was assigned to a top commander-rank Commanding Officer position on one of our 
newest and most capable cutters. Giving that up in mid-tour could have been seen as a 
career ender. 
The Guard wanted the standard change-of-command ceremony with no shortage of pomp and 
circumstance. Traditionally, the outgoing captain gives a speech praising the crew and their 
accomplishments. Brian had attended many changes of command, and he often saw the outgoing 
captains become quite emotional as they talked about their crews. Now it was Brian who had to 
give the speech. He wanted to praise his crew, but he was afraid of falling off an emotional cliff, 
so he told his Executive Officer that his speech would be brief in length and substance; he had 
already been through enough emotional trauma. Brian asked his Executive Officer to warn the 
crew that their captain’s remarks would be brief. Considered by Brian to be a great man and a 
good friend, Brian believes his Executive Officer did not fully understand Brian’s limitation to 
perform to the expectation and traditional standards of this ceremony. “In some ways, I think he 
was disappointed in me,” says Brian. “But this was just too tough. My pain and sense of loss 
were too fresh…too raw.” 
Paul Welling was the Atlantic Area Commander who presided over Brian’s change of 
command ceremony. (Years later, Brian would retire from this same position.) Welling showed 
little sympathy, or even empathy, for the unique circumstances surrounding Brian’s short notice 
change of command. He may have mumbled something to Brian about his loss, but no words of 
comfort were forthcoming. Military service or not, Brian was expecting some sort of human 
connection from his superior after becoming a widower so unexpectedly. 
The ceremony occurred on a hot and humid day aboard the flight deck of the Campbell 
with the crew standing in ranks. Brian’s speech was short as promised; the incoming captain’s 
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speech was short; but Welling delivered a long-winded speech about the Cold War and global 
threats that had no connection with the grieving crew and audience.  Several of the crew fainted 
in ranks, but Welling pompously pushed on with his prepared speech. Brian describes the day as 
“pretty ugly”:  
I learned a lot from that experience. Years later, when I presided over cutter changes of 
command, my remarks highlighted the accomplishments of the crew. I recognized their 
sacrifices and those of their families; I praised the Coast Guard as a service. On hot days, 
I would monitor the crew closely and have them stand easy or sit. Passing out in ranks 
was not on the agenda. 
Looking back on his approximately thirteen months commanding the Campbell, Brian says his 
tour was fairly quiet in terms of catching bad guys and making drug busts. On the first patrol 
Campbell did after he departed, they had a large drug seizure on a merchant ship that the crew 
tried to scuttle. But, the Campbell crew saved the ship and captured the contraband. It was a 
good case, and Brian wishes he could have been there.  
Initially, the Coast Guard wanted to assign Brian to a four-year planning officer 
position—a desk job that he had little interest in doing. Nearing retirement age, Brian seriously 
considered retiring rather than taking the planning job. But, through the intervention of more 
senior officers, he was assigned to the Naval War College for eight months to “regroup and help 
his girls.” He credits the Coast Guard with their willingness to be flexible on his assignment after 
the Campbell, which allowed him to continue in the service with meaningful assignments, the 
result of which were important accomplishments later in his career. “This says a lot about the 
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Liza Scales 
4614 Wynmeade Park NE,  Marietta, GA 30067 
Phone: 770-321-1698     Email: lizascales1@comcast.net 
 




• Broad-based teaching experience, including ESL 
• Exceptional written and verbal communication 
• Professional and academic editing   
• Well-developed leadership qualities successfully applied in work and academic settings  
• Enthusiastic and effective team participant with strong work ethic 
• Well-developed interpersonal skills with people of all diversities 




 Master of Arts Professional Writing                    Fall 2008-current 
 Kennesaw State University, Kennesaw, GA 
Concentration: Composition/Rhetoric. Current relevant courses include Teaching Writing to 
Speakers of Other Languages, Understanding Writing as a Process, Teaching Writing for High 
School and College, and Introduction to Literacy.  
Support: Applied Writing: Relevant courses include Professional and Academic Editing; 
Internship writing public relations and profiles for KSU College of the Arts 
Graduate Research Assistantships: 
 Research for Director of Information Systems Master’s program 
 Research, write promotion materials, and teach for Intensive English Program 
 Teach ESL course  
Capstone: A Biography: D. Brian Peterman: One Man’s Service in the Coast Guard 
 
B.S. Communication           December 2006 
Kennesaw State University, Kennesaw, GA (Summa cum laude; Honors Scholar)  
Organizational Track: Pertinent courses included Intercultural Communication; Interpersonal 
Communication; Writing for Public Speaking; Technical Writing; Conflict Management; and 
Communication Theory.     
Academic Societies and Awards 
Presidential Scholar: Focus group research and analysis for assessment of the English 
undergraduate major  
Kennesaw Communication Association Newsletter Editor: Fall 2005-Summer 2006 
Member of Phi Kappa Phi, Lambda Pi Eta 
Nominated 2006 College of Humanities and Social Sciences Student of the Year 
 
RELEVANT WORK EXPERIENCES 
 
Copyediting: Paid:  
 PhD dissertation, Heather Scott         current 
PhD dissertation, Kelli Spencer               August 2009 
KSU campus newspaper, Sentinel, news section                              August-November 2009                
 Memoir of Bill Kaltsounis: developmental and line editing         October 2009 
 
Copyediting: Volunteer:  
From Silence to Sapphires, by Angela Williams; KSU student papers; Research papers for Acute-
care Nurse Practitioner, Sarah Scales at Duke University Medical Center 
Memoir of Karen Pressley chronicling her escape from Scientology                        December 2010 
   
Technical Writing 
Instruction Manual for Good Mews Foundation (including redesign of document)     Summer 2007  
Workbook companion to slide/oral presentation,  
Tough Talk to Tender Hearts: How to Talk to Children about Sex       January 2010              
                        
Bank One Corporation: Boulder, CO      
Client Services Associate                                                      September 1996-April 1998   
Teller: Product and service sales recognized through promotion after one year 
 
SoFro Fabrics: Boulder, CO: Large retail fabric and craft store. 
Assistant Store Manager/Sewing Machine Sales Manager                             August 1992 to August 1996 
Many responsibilities included supervision and training of personnel and customer service. 
 
Avianne Healthcare Systems: Morristown, NJ:  
Office Manager                                                         September 1990-July 1991, May 86-April 1988 
Telephone and direct sales; literature creation and editing; customer service; order fulfillment; 
purchasing; shipping.  
           
Audiovisuellsprachinstitut: Basel, Switzerland  
English Second Language Teacher trained in audio/visual method                                              1988-1990  
Using proven methods and expanding on those, the emphasis was on verbal communication and 
understanding in a social setting. Writing was used as a supplement to learning, but was not the 
focus of the syllabus. The students consisted of a multi-national base with many Europeans and 
Asians.                                     
 
Self Operated Businesses: 
Freelance Developmental and Line Copyeditor                June 2009-current 
Premier Designs, Inc.                                                           2001-current  
Fitness Instructor/Personal Trainer             2006-current 




 Good Mews Foundation                     Fall 2007-current 
Volunteer: Clean & Feed, Adoptions, Kitty Buddy (assist in socializing cats to enhance 
adoptability).    
President, East Cobb Quilt Guild                  2004-2005 
In addition to typical presidential duties, I wrote monthly newsletter articles and hosted monthly 
meetings for a membership of over 200.   
First Baptist Church of Atlanta                                                                      1999- 2002 
Costume construction and choreography  
Crisis Pregnancy Centers, NJ and CO: Counselor and mentor                           1990-1993 
 
 
 
